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EDITOR'S NOTE 


NIFTY SUMMER 


I t's summer, and it's that favorite time of the year when we 
take the edges off and show you the art of doing nothing. 
That's not saying you give a day of munchies and slacking a 
go. There's a PLAYBOY way of sensible idleness. We have the 
essentials to you're your weekend daydreams. 

It's a lowdown on what dream cars are made of with our 
annual Cars of the Year. PLAYBOY editors A.J. Baime and Ken Gross 
traveled to know the latest in automotive engineering and declare 
this year's winners. It's a guide for your next hard-earned spoils. 
Rethink your next car purchase as McKeel Hagerty lists the cars that 
may be the vintage of the future. That should be investment to 
brood about and lull you in a hammock. 

As you take advantage of a weekend getaway, tell your drinks 
apart and take in an essential manual from a true mixologist. Start 
enjoying spirits on another level, and load up on the know-how. Mix 
it, talk about it, and ladies will moon over before long. 

On the subject of sense for sensuality, revel on the pictorial 
indulgence that is Sheer Delight. As you plan a weekend, splurge 
on the things that matter. Less is more as lingerie becomes another 
language women speak, and you should be determined by now to 
take cues. While the language is hushed, this luxurious gift rouses 
her confidence and hints of eroticism. Michael Bernard photographs 


ladies in the most seductive garb, and the art of undressing is up to 
your imagination. 

Nice Padama keeps your appetite for refreshing summer takings 
as she resists all inhibitions to fulfill her dream of becoming a 
PLAYBOY Playmate. She entices in heady abandon to be worthy of 
the title Miss April. 

Asian Beauty Michelle Montoya evokes elegance and exotic 
grace spot-on for beach pampering. PLAYBOY Philippines' Owen 
Reyes concocts photographs as he would adore Asian Beauties, this 
of Michelle this time on location at the secluded beaches of Lobo in 
Batangas. 

It's a little promise of a high life with International Woman 
Amanda Booth as she smolders with a West Coast kind of appeal. 
The poolside will never be a bore as you drink this sight for hours on 
end. 

We have been serving up relevant culture finds and conjuring 
amazing pictorials only for your growing fondness. PLAYBOY 
Philippines turns six to give you an archive 60 years rich of relevant 
material and memorable photographs. Here's to living well, as we 
give you an inclusive look at an exclusive world. 

Have an awesome summer! 




CHRIS 

OFFUTT 

Born in Kentucky, Offutt 
first published his short 
story collection, Kentucky 
Straight back in 1992. Since 
then, he has published one 
more story collection, a 
novel, and two memoirs. In 
this issue, he contributed 
the short story, Back Down 
Home. 


MICHAEL 

BERNARD 

Born in Southern California 
but raised and educated 
in Britain, Michael 
represents a fascinating 
mix of cultures. If there's 
one thing he's peerless at, 
it's taking great photos 
and videos of women in 
their most intimate garb. 
This unparalleled ability is 
manifested in this issue's 
Sheer Delight photo-essay. 


IAN 

URRUTIA 

Ian Urrutia currently mans 
the local music website, 
Vandals On The Wall 
(vandalsonthewall.com) 
and writes for magazines 
and online music portals. If 
he is not occupied with PR 
work for an advertising and 
media management firm, 
he hangs out with friends 
and strangers, or watch 
gigs alone, and hole up in 
strange places that no one 
would want to be seen at. 
He picks three local acts 
from NDFY for this issue's 
music section. 


CAT 

TATLONGHARI 

As an accredited 
professional of the U.S. 
Green Building Council's 
Leadership in Energy 
and Environmental 
Design (LEED) for 
Building Design and 
Construction, Carmelito 
Tatlonghari is one of the 
foremost experts in green 
building and sustainable 
construction in the time 
of climate change. Aside 
from being a partner in 
ENDESCO (Energy Design 
Performance Company) - a 
green building consultancy 
firm, he also teaches 
at the University of the 
Philippines, University of 
Santo Tomas, University of 
the East, and iAcademy. 


DIAN 

BUEN 

Dian Buen keeps her 
creative hinges and bolts 
oiled for a PLAYBOY 
column as she takes in the 
daily facets of Baguio. The 
Baguio native scours the 
city for new restaurants, 
cafes and shops so the 
constant traveler has 
become a black book 
of the city's stimulating 
appeal. She wishes to 
transpose the culture of 
its dwellers and stories of 
this past time onto a book 
soon. 



TRAVIS 

RATHBONE 

New York-based still- 
life photographer Travis 
Rathbone redefines still-life 
photography by pushing 
the boundaries with his 
subjects. He experiments 
by turning commonplace 
items into larger-than-life 
works of art. Blame him for 
making you crave that glass 
of whiskey in this issue's 
Top Shelf special. 
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AND SUSTAiNA^®^ 
DEVELOPS 

By Carmelito. 


28 I SHEER DELIGHT 

By Michael Bernard 

Nothing compares to an 
alluring woman in her most 
intimate attire. 


Does the Philippines have 
what it takes to go beyond 
resilience and adapt to climate 
change through sustainable 
development? Carmelito 
Tatlonghari dishes out the 
alarming truths about the 
sizable work ahead of us. 


74 I PLAYBOY 
MISCELLANY 

By Ben Schott 


We enlisted modern trivia 
mastermind Ben Schott 
to gather an exhaustive 
overview of facts, figures 
and arcane that celebrates 
Playboy Magazine's 
impact on the world at 
large - from our forays 
into rewriting the stock 
certificate, to inspiring 
cultural shifts, to changing 
the lexicon of how we 
define a man. 


FICTION 


8 I BACK DOWN 
IOME By Chris Offutt 


tWhen an older man returns 
■o Kentucky with his fine 
lyoung wife, things don t 
[proceed as hoped. Tollivet's 
Bew wife is his pride and joy, 
|but her unpredictable nature 
Iwill ruin them. 


COLUMNS 


22 I THE FAPPING 
DEBATE By Dr. 

Margarita Holmes 


When is enough, enough? 
Dr. Margie Holmes talks 
about masturbation and 
how to stop doing it when 
it becomes an unhealthy, 1 
obsessive impulse. 


251 THE FEAR OF 
NO-SEX By Dian Buen 


Yes, women have fears about 
performance issues, too. Dian 
Buen shares her fear of the 
dreaded menopause and how 
it might lead to a sexless life. 


PHOTOGRAPHY, THIS PAGE AND THE LINGERIE 
ISSUE FEATURE BY MICHAEL BERNARD 
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70 I PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: 

NICK DENTON By Jeff Bercovici 

A candid conversation with the Internet maverick 
about his growing Gawker empire, the end of 
privacy and how crowdsourcing will cure cancer. 


62 I PLAYMATE OF THE MONTH: 
NICE PADAMA 


46 I INTERNATIONAL 
WOMAN OF THE 
MONTH: AMANDA 
BOOTH 


Miss April knows your deepest, darkest 
fantasies. Explore the naughty side of nice in 
Playmate Nice Padama's bare-all. 


PLAYBOY US' Playmate 
of the Month for the love 
month, Amanda Booth 
is equal parts sweet and 
naughty. 


2014 GARS OF THE YEAR 

lfithaswheelsandanengine,we 

hammereditlHereareourpicks 

fromastellaiyearintheworldof 

Automobiles. 


NIKON 1 V3 


The V3 lives up to the very powerful 
and compact Nikon 1 tradition. 


0 

JAMES MARSDEN 

"Cyclops is a tricky character 
because his power is so 
weird. I mean, putting his 
finger to his ear? It's not 
all that spectacular." 


INTERVIEWS 


80 I 20Q: JAMES MARSDEN 

By David Hochman 

James Marsden was bossed around by Tina Fey, 
played Cyclops in X-Men and now meets his 
toughest foe: the world's funniest anchorman. 


PICTORIALS 


84 I ASIAN BEAUTY: MICHELLE 
MONTOYA 

Asian Beauty Michelle Montoya takes on the 
scorching summer with her PLAYBOY Philippines 
scalding debut. 















DEAR PLAYBOY 


It baffles me that a lot 
of people still consider 
PLAYBOY as sexually 
explicit. It has become 
my past time to shatter 
people's misconception 
about the magazine. I have 
my copies showcased in 
my house, even on the 
kitchen breakfast table. The 
magazine is my everyday 
conversation piece with 
guests and colleagues. 
What's a retired teacher 
to do but to keep up with 
the times? It's a beautiful 
PLAYBOY life. Happy 
Anniversary! 

Rod, 64 Businessman 

l always look forward to 
your style editorial. I like 


that its pages do not look 
like they are disconnected 
from the brand and the feel 
of the magazine, because 
I also like that the pictorial 
can be surprisingly racy and 
provocative. Congratulations 
for finally coming up with 
lifestyle sections and still 
keeping it local but relevant. 
Happy Anniversary! 

Carlo Candida, 
33Photographer 

Asian Beauty Sophia Grau 
is such a rare find! I swear 
I could stare at her comely 
stares forever. That she is 
an architect totally blew my 
mind. I hope to meet her 
in one of your events soon. 


Thanks for featuring her, and 
Happy Anniversary! 

Stephen Lim, 23 Banker 

The Internet has made 
every kind of reading 
material accessible, but it's 
never quite the experience 
one gets when flipping 
through PLAYBOY with all 
the surprises and sweet 
anticipation. I'm glad that 
PLAYBOY Philippines is just 
getting better by the issue. 
You guys outdo yourselves. 
Thanks, and Happy 
Anniversary! 

Julius Cordovan, 38 
University Instructor 



I've always liked women who wear their tattoos well and 
proudly. My girl and 1 have a very small tattoo that we 
got at the same time and done on the same spot. I think 
tattoos are very personal because they tell a story. Thanks 
a lot for the "Women who Ink" pictorial feature. Playboy 
Philippines! 

Mark, 28 Entrepreneur 



My girlfriend and l have been together for a few months 
now and she's very adventurous and experimental in 
bed, except she's not into threesomes. I've broached 
the subject with her a few times and I get shot down 
every time, saying she'll do anything with me but that. 
How can l get my girl to agree to a threesome? More 
specifically, how can l get her to do a threesome with me 
and her best friend? 


Aaron, 26, via email 


Is it your first time to do this "experiment"? That you are 
intent on having a threesome with her best friend may 
be asking for too much for a first Know her reasons 
for refusing , ask how she might feel and react after a 
threesome. You would also need fo assure her that it 
would not have an adverse effect on your relationship. 
How you keep your word would be up to how this pans 
out nevertheless. 


I've been going out with 
this girl for the past two 
years until, recently, I felt 
like things aren't going 
so well for us. We argued 
constantly and I noticed she 
was more suspicious of my 
friends; I broke up with her 
because I've come to accept 
that it won't work, but 
now she keeps calling and 
texting me threatening to 
commit suicide if I don J t get 
back with her. I feel really 
burdened and scared at the 
same time. Should I take her 
seriously? 

Ramon, 23, via email 

Yes. Make sense out of 
your apparent responsibility 
and accountability. That 
was after alf a fairly ample 
time to have lived around 
each other. While it is 
understandable that you 
need to be rid of obligation 
and move on, detachment 
is a process. People cope 
through varied ways and 
time frame, and as it seems 
it may take a longer time for 
you to establish proximity 
from her Be considerate , 
and a littie patience maybe , 

I'm currently dating a guy 
that I met online. A few 
days after our first date, I 
noticed that he had deleted 


PLAYBOY 

ADVISOR 


his account on the site. I 
was surprised and happy 
at the thought that maybe 
he is serious about our 
relationship. After a few 
more dates and a month 
after, I decided to disable 
mine as well. I found out 
eventually that he created 
another account on the 
same dating site just a 
few days after I cancelled 
mine. Now, I'm confused. 

Is he serious about our 
relationship, as he seemed to 
indicate in our dates? Should 
I ask him why he did what 
he did? 

Tara, 21, via email 

it should be alarming that 
you're considering a few 
weeks' trysts to be an 
actual relationship. Your 
assumptions may not be 
aligned with reality and that 
could be self-defeating . By 
all means , confront him, but 
be ready for the possibilities , 
especially the worst ones. 
Love is not the easiest thing 
yet, but it does not have to 
be learned the hard way Try 


to be on top of things , and 
then go forward . 

Do all girls queef during sex? 
I ask, because it happened 
to me the first time when 
I was having sex with this 
guy I was really into. He 
looked at me weirdly and 
started laughing. I was so 
embarrassed. Needless to 
say, l never saw that guy 
again. I'm worried that it 
might happen again. Is it 
normal? 

Marie, 23, via email 

Trapped air has to be 
expelled, and air sometimes 
gets inside the vagina during 
intercourse. Not all women 
experience queefing as 
bodies vary. Clearly that guy 
did not know that it was 
natural and the incident 
may simply be laughed off. 

It may happen again , but try 
not to have cold feet about 
sex. if the next guy you like 
finds it alarming , tell him 
it's natural for a woman to, 
especially when the sex is 
good. 
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SUMMER FUND 

"Warmer weather has a huge 
impact on our hormones. Summer is 
the most sensual and erotic time of 
the year...we're emotionally more 
open and there are many more so¬ 
cial and vacation opportunities to be 
led astray." - Patrick Wan is, relation¬ 
ship expert for Playboy Radio 



Summer Infidelity Awareness 

is an annual campaign by infidelity 
expert Ruth Houston. The campaign 
unfairly targets men and gives 
advice on how wives can protect 
their marriage from summer flings. 
The campaign has been around for 
10 years. 




Summer is just about to be full-blown and already Chinese tourists top tourist arriv¬ 
als in Boracay The provincial government of Aklan confirmed that Chinese tourists 
who visited the beaches as the year started reached 52,740, followed by South 


Koreans at 40,511 H and visitors from Taiwan at 6,387. 


State of 
Nymphomania 


The Society for the 
Advancement of Sexua l 
Health estimates that, 
out of a total of 60 million 
Internet users, two million 
are sexually addicted, 
including those in and out 
of recovery. 



73% of the men polled and 60% of the 
women polled by adamandeve.com from 
over 1,000 adults, said they believe oral sex 
is an important part of sex. 


26% Cf 


40% ^ 


26% of the men and 40% of 
the women say otherwise. 



Orgasmic 

Reconditioning 


The process of encouraging 
an exhibitionist to switch 
fantasies of exposing one's 
self to another person with 
those of acceptable sexual 
behavior. 




The most 'famous-on- 
In stag ram playboy- 
billionaire' Dan Siberian's 
car, driven in a race to win 
$385,000 


$ 385,000 




















THE PLAYGROUND OFFERS 
WHAT EVERY PLAYBOY READER 
WANTS—RELEVANT REVIEWS 
AND INFORMATIVE LIFESTYLE 
NEWS. YOU, AS A PLAYBOY 
READER, NEED TO KNOW STUFF. 
AND WE ARE HERETO GIVE YOU 
WHAT YOU NEED. 












GADGETS blFESTYLE 


NIKE LUNAR LDV 
SNEAKERBOOT 


The common problem with being a sneakerhead is wearing the right shoes in 
the right occasion. For instance, you really can’t hike 
up a trail in your sneakers, right? Well, thank 
the sneaker gods for the Nike Lunar LDV 
Sneakerboot. While the silhouette looks like 
classic Nike sneakers, its Lunarlon midsole 
and waffle outsole ensure superior comfort 
and grip. Whether on a normal day or going 
off-road, walk in style with these 140USD 
kicks. (Robert Soriano) 



CALYPSO 

TAG 

Made from genuine Italian leather, 
the Calypso tag connects your 
luggage to your smartphone. These 
lavish tags are hard to miss and 
never out of style. Available on iOS 
and Android devices, connect to 
your Calypso tag and never lose your 
baggage again. (R.S.) 



TUDOR 

HERITAGE 

RANGER 

Inspired by the classic Tudor Rangers 
of the ‘60s, the Tudor Heritage Ranger 
is a modern update of the definitive no- 
nonsense classic. With its larger, 41mm 
diameter case, luminous numbers, and 
off-beat strap options, it makes a bold and 
contemporary statement. Despite that, its 
elegantly simple case and minimalistic 
jet-black dial is a reminder of the Tudor 
Ranger’s timeless aesthetics. Never mind 
the purists, the Tudor Heritage Ranger lives 
up to its engraved Tudor rose. (R.S.) 



SOLID COLOGNE .202 

FULTON fy ROARK 


HATTERAS 

Freih. C las tie. Sport 



FULTON & 
ROARK SOLID 
COLOGNES 


Don’t you hate it when your expensive perfume spills 
all over your luggage (that is, if airport security didn’t 
confiscate it in the first place)? To resolve that problem, 
Fulton & Roark formulated a cologne from wax, fragrance 
and oils. The result? A solid cologne that you can store 
anywhere. Simply rub on it and apply it on your neck 
and wrists. Finally, a no-fuss way to smell great. Priced 
at 42USD, there are three F&R Solid Cologne variants to 
choose from. (R.S.) 


HOUSE OF 
MARLEY 
HARAMBE 
NATIVE 
HEADPHONES 

Aside from its cool design, the 
Harambe Native promises premium 
sound and superior audio perfor¬ 
mance. Manufactured by the House 
of Marley, these suave headphones 
are made from earth-friendly and 
recycled materials, living up to the 
principles of the legendary music 
prophet Bob Marley. Despite that, 
it never compromises on anything 
and still delivers power and clarity. 
Get your own pair of these cans for 
only Php 3,699. (R.S.) 
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SAMSUNG SMART 
HU8550 UHD TV 

We’ll be upfront with you, this monster of a TV is quite expensive and 
may cost upwards of Php 200,000. As a future-ready TV, however, 
the Samsung Smart HU8550 is more than worth the price. This ultra 
high-definition TV can dish out 4K resolution. With features like UHD 
upscaling and precision dimming, you can expect crystal clear colors 
along with the blackest of blacks and the brightest whites from this 
65-inch wonder. On top of it all, connect this to your internet through 
Samsung’s proprietary Smart TV and never miss out on anything ever 
again. (R.S.) 


NIKON 1 V3 


SONY SRS 


While most other speakers are designed to be carried wherever you go, Sony had a completely differ¬ 
ent idea in mind when it came up with the SRS-X9. The SRS-X9 features four tweeters, two midrange 
speakers, a powerful 150 watt amp, and a subwoofer with dual-passive radiators. Sacrificing mobility 
for supreme performance, this stylish speaker supports high-resolution audio and can stream music over 
Bluetooth 3.0, WiFi, and USB. (R.S.) 


SPEAKER 


The V3 lives up to the very powerful and compact Nikon 1 tradition. With 
the V3’s 18.4 MP sensor and EXCEED 4A processor, Nikon dominates the 
category of fastest auto-focus in digital photography and videography. The 
result? Cinema-quality, noise-free photos and videos that records life as we 
see it. Priced at around 1,200USD, Nikon’s new flagship camera is perfect 
for sports photography and other tasks that demand capturing spontaneous, 
irreplaceable moments. (R.S.) 


HTC ONE M8 

Last year’s HTC One was quite the dark horse in the upscale smartphone 
category, standing toe to toe with the iPhone and Samsung’s Galaxy. This 
year, HTC One M8, their newest flagship phone, boasts of stunning new 
features that work with its packed hardware. Running on Android 4.4, 

HTC One M8’s 2.3GHz Snapdragon quad-core processor and 2GB RAM 
hardware already match current smartphones. What really sets it apart is its 
unique camera which takes pictures in ultrapixels instead of pixels, making 
it perfect for capturing photos even in low light settings. The HTC One M8 
also has two front-facing stereo speakers and built-in amps that project the 
sound with the patented BoomSound. We don’t know about you, but to us, 
its Php 35,000 price tag is well worth it. (R.S.) 
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Transcendence sees Johnny Depp finally back in a more 
serious role as Dr. Will Caster, a terminally ill leading 
researcher in the field of Artificial Intelligence, who is on 
the brink of success in creating a machine that will combine 
sentience and the collective intelligence of everything ever 
known to mankind. In an act of desperation to preserve 
Will’s life, his wife (Rebecca Hall) and best friend (Paul 


Bettany) upload Will’s consciousness into the computer, 
opening up his cognizance and granting him unlimited 
power. At the helm of this feature is Wally Pfister, a seasoned 
cinematographer known for his long time collaboration with 
Christopher Nolan. As Wally Pfister’s directorial debut, much 
hype and hopeful excitement surrounds Transcendence. 
Catch it in theaters this mid-April. (Robert Soriano) 



THE AMAZING SPIDER-MAN 2 


Our friendly neighborhood superhero is back for the second 
installment of The Amazing Spider-man (TAS) franchise. 

In between being the hero of NYC, spending time with the 
gorgeous Gwen Stacy (Emma Stone), and living his life as 
Peter Parker (Andrew Garfield), Spider-man lives a fast- 
paced and immensely dangerous life where lines between 


his real life and alter ego could bleed in to each other at any 
moment. With the appearance of super-powered villains 
Rhino, Electro and Green Goblin, Spidey must discover how 
and why these villains are all linked to OsCorp and its heir, 
Peter’s old friend, Harry Osborn (Dane DeHaan). TAS 2 will 
swing into theaters during the last few weeks of April. (R.S.) 


BLU-RAY 



THE HOBBIT: 
THE 

DESOLATION 
OF SMAUG 
(LIMITED 
EDITION 
COLLECTOR'S 
GIFT SET) 

Relive the 
adventures of 
Bilbo, Gandalf 
and the Dwarves as they journey to reclaim 
Erebor from the chiefest of calamities, Smaug. 
Rewatch how the fellowship got out of Mirkwood, 
how Gandalf discovered who the Necromancer 
in Dol Guldur was, and what Bilbo, Thorin, and 
the Dwarves did to incur the wrath of the dragon. 
The limited edition collector’s gift set includes 
the theatrical edition of The Desolation of Smaug 
in 3D Blu-ray, Blu-ray, DVD, and Digital HD. To 
sweeten the deal further, it also comes with two 
Gates of Erebor Guards bookends. (R.S.) 



ANCHORMAN 
2: THE LEGEND 
CONTINUES 

San Diego’s top 
news anchor, 

Ron Burgundy 
returns to the 
news room 
and into your 
living room in 
Anchorman 2: 
The Legend Continues goes to Blu-ray and DVDs 
this April. Ron Burgundy reassembles Brian 
Fantana, Brick Tamland and Champ Kind, bent 
on making the Global News Network (GNN) the 
highest rated news network in the nation. Can Ron 
balance his precarious family life and work? Will 
fame once again get to his head? Is this really the 
end for the Anchorman? (R.S.) 




ONCE 


Initially released 
back in 2007, 
Once is now 
scheduled fora 
Blu-ray release 
this April. An 
Irish musical 
film, Once tells 
the story of 
a struggling 
busker. 

While performing on the street, a flower seller 
approached him and talked about his music. As 
the flower seller turned out to also be a musician, 
the kindred spirits hit it off and fell for each other 
as they write, rehearse, and record songs together. 
A one-time movie from real life musicians 
Glen Hansard and Marketa Irkglova, Once is a 
cinematic gem about a unique love story and 
the music it inspired. Get it on Blu-ray this early 
April.(R.S.) 
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Sometimes the old 
ways are the best 
ways. Puma's classic 
sports watch doesn't 
need no stinking USB 
cable to tell you what 
time to get to the 
gym. 


This runner's watch 
can estimate your 
body's oxygen 
consumption, 
thus increasing 
performance and 
aiding recovery. 


Pair with the strap-on 
monitor to track your 
heart rate and calories 
burned on the oversize 
display. 


Under Armour 
Armour39, 
$200 


Garmin Forerunner 
620, 

$400 


Puma Iconic, 
$90 


Equipped with 
flashlight, compass 
and thermometer, this 
armored waterproof 
watch is perfect for 
when you go off the 
grid. 


In addition to 
monitoring pace 
and heart rate, this 
watch can alert you 
to key hydration and 
nutrition points in your 
workout. 


Nixon Baja, 
$150 


Timex Ironman Run 
Trainer 2.0, 

$275 


For all the wonders of 
smartphone apps geared 
to assist you in your 
sport of choice, in the 
field, these watches beat 
a fully loaded phone 
hands down. They're 
lightweight, ruggedly 
built, water resistant and 
outfitted with just the 
right suite of features 
targeted to your activity. 
With one of these devices 
strapped to your wrist, 
you'll be scoring instead 
of scrolling. 


Photography by Danny Kim 
Prop Styling by Aomjai 
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FOOT 

PATROL 


MANALOt 


GOT THE 
BEAT 


THE 

MOTIVATOR 


TAKE A HIKE 


ACTIVITY-SPECIFIC 
SPORTS WATCHES 
ARE DIALED IN 
TO GIVE YOU THE 
EDGE 



Mr. Mercedes 

Stephen King 


STEPHEN 



MRI 

MERCEDES 


In Stephen Kings’ 
latest novel, an 
overcast day is made 
even darker when 
people queued up at 
a local Midwestern 
job fair are charged by 
a crazed man driving 
a stolen Mercedes, 
leaving eight people 
dead and 15 wounded. 
The crime goes unsolved until months later 
when the killer contacts retired police officer 
Bill Hodges, claiming that he misses the thrill of 
the kill. Now, Hodges has to stop the criminal 
before he kills thousands more. In true King 
fashion, Mr Mercedes fully explores the mind 
of a psychopath in this gripping tale of the war 
versus good and evil, and all those caught in 
between. (Lauren Acurantes) 


Pascin 

Joann Star (Translated by Edward Gauvin) 

Graphic novelist Joann 
Star is considered to 
be one of the most 
prominent Franco- 
Belgian artists of his 
generation. Born to 
Jewish parents, Star 
often uses his heritage 
as a subject matter in 
his novels. In Pascin, 
Star brings to life 
the story of noted Jewish modernist painter, 
Julius Mordecai Pincas (otherwise known by his 
more famous moniker, Pascin); focusing less 
on the artist’s work and more on his bohemian 
lifestyle. The artwork in Pascin is considered by 
some as gritty and ugly but is ultimately perfect 
for the portrayal of Pascin’s hiqhly unusual way 
of life. (L.A.) 


POSCIN 


There Goes Gravity: 

A Life in Rock and Roll 

Lisa Robinson 


Long-time Vanity Fair 
contributing editor 
Lisa Robinson has 
interviewed the greats; 
from Led Zeppelin, 
the Rolling Stones, 
and John Lennon to 
U2, Kanye, and Lady 
Gaga. A well-known 
figure in the field of 
rock journalism and 
a pioneering female journalist in an industry 
long dominated by men, Robinson takes us on 
the ultimate insider tour of the music world’s 
most influential, most controversial, and most 
notorious figures. (L.A.) 


THERE 

GOES 

GRAVITY 

LISA ROBINSON 


MUSIC 





LIBRARY KIDS 

Whatever bitterness you held 
in the aftermath of a breakup or 
calamity, might just change when 
you listen to Library Kids’ music. 
This indie-folk duo composed 
of classically-trained singer 
Ifrit Rivera and budding singer- 
songwriter Ridge Tan embraces 
sun-dappled harmonies and 
ambient eclecticism, combining 
these elements to form a sound 
that unfurls like angels finding 
their home on earth. Their debut 
EP, Elysian was ranked 2 nd best 
Filipino EP of 2013 by indie music 
blog, Vandals On The Wall and 
gained support from key music 
icons, Ebe Dancel and Raimund 
Marasigan. (Ian Urrutia) 

Check them out: www.NDFY.me/ 
LibraryKids 

KAAPIN 

Behind the post-internet pleasures 
and otherworldly mechanisms 
of electronic music, KaapiN 
strives to deliver the musical 
equivalent of a world taken over 
by robots, mountain spirits and 
aliens. Thanks in part to Michael 
Nuesca’s shamanistic vocal 
qualities and Rotsanjani Mojica’s 
sonic experiments, the electronic 
duo from Cebu and Cagayan de 
Oro City explores exciting ways 
of obscuring pop music values 
with cosmic theatricality, noise 
and glitch—a feat that got them 
enlisted as front act to the recent 
Washed Out and Baths Live In 
Manila gig. (I.U) 

Listen to them: www.NDFY.me/ 
KaapiN 


WERIDEDYNAMITE 

Davao City is fast becoming 
a haven for underground 
wunderkinds willing to go 
out of their way in providing 
uncompromised music for the 
soul. WeRideDynamite, the 
foursome behind the surprise 
internet sensation, “Different” leads 
the Southern pack with a refreshing 
take on indie-rock, post-punk and 
Britpop. Somewhere between the 
psychedelic sweetness of Real 
Estate and the mopey aggression 
of Jesus And Mary Chain, their 
music captures the drunken spirit 
of adolescent romance, dipped in 
fancy reverb, angular guitars and 
shimmering melodies to give us an 
engaging sonic experience worth 
revisiting. (I.U) 

Check them out: www.NDFY.me/ 
WeRideDynamite 
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FINISH 



TURN OFF 


Shed the week’s tension 
with Headspace, a mediation 
app that introduces the art of 
introspection in 10-minute audio 
clips. Trust us, it’s mindless. 



WHEN ALL ELSE FAILS 


Get a 10-20 on nearby singles 
looking for a night cap with 
dating app Tinder. Find a match. 
Exchange hellos. Do your thing. 


All that fraternizing has left you 
famished, so log in to OpenTable, 
where you can size up nearby 
eats and reserve a spot in 
seconds. It makes haggling with 
the hostess a thing of the past. 

With the recent craft-beer boom, 
choosing the right draft has 
become a game of chance. Open 
Untappd to compare tasting notes 
and get tips on bars and brews 
from your buds. Prefer wine? Try 
Delectable. Cheers. 


PJCKl’P GAME 


Break the ice by inviting a table 
of ladies to play Heads Up!, a 
bar-friendly take on charades 
that’s a lot less corny. Loser 
buys shots. 


Pre-parties live and die by 
playlists, so play DJ with 
Spotify Premium. The deep 
library lets you queue the latest 
from Macklemore and Avicii, as 
well as classics from Run-DMC 
and Led Zep. Party on. 

Save the 12-pack for your 
cousin's BBQ. Dim lights and sexy 
beats call for finer spirits, and the 
Mixology app has every recipe you 
need to be a cocktail craftsman. 
How about a high-octane dark and 
stormy to kick things off? 


EASY RIDER 


With Uber, no one’s stuck 
being the DD. The black- car 
service arrives at your door in 
minutes for only a few bucks 
more than a cab. 



NIGHT AFTERNOON NIGHT BEFORE 
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With dashing dress 
shoes, a buttoned- 
up business 
environment doesn’t 
have to be boring. 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY TRAVIS RATHBONE 

FASHION BY JENNIFER RYAN JONES 

















1. OXFORD MAN 

Carlyle lace-up 
oxfords, by Allen 
Edmonds. 

($365) 


2. GET 
STRAPPED 

Manach cap-toe, 
double-monk- 
strap shoes, avail¬ 
able exclusively at 
mrporter.com, by 
O'Keeffe. 

($925) 


3. SHOW SOME 
CALF 

Crenshaw cap- 
toes in calf hide, 
by Billy Reid. 

($395) 


4. CREATIVE 
LOAFING 

Alfie inverted 
wingtip tassel 
loafers, by J.D 
Fisk. 

($149) 


5. BROGUES, 
BRO 

Dylan wingtip 
brogues, available 
at mrporter.com, 
by Grenson. 









BOOTED 

12/67 three¬ 
eyed chukka 
boots in 

tumbled leather 
by SeaVees. 
($178) 


2. SADDLE UP 

Sinatra saddle 
shoes in burnt- 
sugar suede, by 
Walk-Over. 

($275) 


3. HIT THE 
DECK 

Suede boat 
shoes, available 
at mrporter. 
com by 
Quoddy. 

($275) 


4. DRIVE, SHE 
SAID 

Driving moc¬ 
casins in dark 
brown, by 
Atelier. 

(&289) 


5. CAMO 
VAMEO 

LunarGrand 
long wingtips 
in camouflage, 
by Cole Haan. 
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In a casual office, 
wear shoes that 
express your style 
with color and 
pattern. They can do 
double duty on the 
weekend. 
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Bovine Bop 

Things that make 
you go moo: A 
scientist in San 
Diego is developing 
a condom that 
resembles a sausage 
casing. Crafted of 
raw collagen from 
cow tendons and 
ligaments, this 
hydrated second skin 
creates a more natural 
sensation. Move along 
vegetarians. 

CLING WRAP 

Researchers in 
Los Angeles are 
introducing a stronger 
but thinner condom 
made of polyethylene. 
The hypoallergenic 


material clings to (but 
doesn't squeeze) your 
manhood, thereby 
reducing the risk of 
limpness. The condom 
also comes with 
tabs on each side, 
allowing men to pull 
on-rather than roll 
on-protection. 

SHAPE SHIFTER 

In Oregon, a 
scientist is making 
a condom out of an 
elastic polymer that 
comfortably forms 
to a man's member 
when it comes into 
contact with body 
heat. Gives "memory 
fabric" a whole new 
meaning. 


BEYOND 

CONDOMS 

GET LOST, LATEX. A COMPETITION TO REINVENT THE 
CONDOM PRODUCES SOME STIMULATING PROPOSALS 

When latex condoms hit bedrooms in the 1930s, they were game 
changers. Since then, companies such as Trojan and Durex have added 
improvements including ribbing and warming lubricants, but condoms' 
basic design hasn't changed much in the past 80 years. They're still 
uncomfortable, unforgiving and downright difficult to put on in the dark. 
Enter Bill and Melinda Gates. Last year, their Gates Foundation challenged 
scientists to build a better condom. More than 800 applicants responded, 
and 11 proposals were chosen to receive $10,000 grants to manufacture 
prototypes. Here are five promising contest winners from around the 
world that hope to make it to your nightstand.- Nora O'Donnell 


INDIA 


Super Strength 

Ready for 
manhood of 
steel? A team 
in India proposes 
a condom that 
contains graphene, 
an incredibly tough, 
elastic material 
that conducts heat. 
Graphene is more 
than 200 times 
stronger than steel, 
and researchers claim 
it can be incorporated 
with latex to reduce 
condom thickness 
and improve 
sensation without 
compromising 
strength. 


It's a Snap 

Chances are you've put a condom incorrectly at some point, which is why 
scientists in South Africa are designing a unique applicator for traditional 
latex condoms. Called Rapidom, the prototype is pure ingenuity: You 
simply crack open the package, roll on the condom and snap off the 
applicator in a single motion. 


SOUTH ARICA 



TOTAL TURNOFF 

GOOGLE UNPLUGS YOUR VIRTUAL SEX LIFE 

Tits & Glass lasted only a few hours. Then the app, which allowed 
Google Glass users to swap sexy videos, was removed. It appears 
Google wants its virtual-reality eyewear to remain rated PG. "New 
gadgets will be used for sex no matter what the creators think," 
says Johannes Grenzfurthner, founder of the Arse Elektronika sex 
and tech conference. Case in point: Tits & Glass developers and 
adult-film star James Deen plan to make the first virtual-reality 
porn-filmed with Google Glass, of course. -Damon Brown 
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GREATEST COVERS 



HOTIOT 


pU|H0f 


For neorly 60 years. 
Playboy Magazine has 
made a splash with its 
mind-blowing covers. 
Now, for the first time, 
there is a book dedicated 
to this American icon. 


Featuring hundreds of 
color photographs and 
behind-the-scenes oultakes 
from cover shoots. 

Fa reward by Pamela Ande rsan.. loci by 
Daman Brownlie ting Publishing 

31ft pages .r hy 1II" $35 [S^ZIvtCanada). 

Ga la amazanxam la aider. 












Photo: American Pie movie / www.beyondhollywood.com 
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T he old me would've received many more 
letters like the ones below and the old 
me would've immediately answered 
them, too. I still like to do so, occasion¬ 
ally, but my predominant feeling is, since there 
are now extremely competent people who can 
do the same, why not leave it to them? Among 
other reasons, this may give me the time and 
energy to explore other areas of interest. 

Dear Dr Holmes: 

My husband and I have been married 
for a year. Last night, I woke up because 
the bed was shaking and I was afraid we 
were having another earthquake. I turned 
around to grab my husband's hand when, 
to my shock, I noticed that he was mastur¬ 
bating right next to me, in bed. I was so 
shocked. I said nothing and just pretended 
to be asleep. Why should he need to mas¬ 
turbate when I, his wife, am right next to 
him? Is there something wrong? When is 
the best time to confront him and how do I 
do it? -Distraught Wife 

Dear DW (Distraught Wife): 

Many thanks for your letter. There is nothing 
wrong with your husband, except maybe his be¬ 
ing a tad self-absorbed. Anyone with an ability 
to think of others and not just of himself, and 
who'd masturbated before, would know the 
speed, pressure, and vigor with which he plea¬ 
sured himself and would also know how this 
might make the bed start to shake. He would 
have had the courtesy to refrain from doing it 
if his wife was the nervous type and probably 
would be scared into thinking an earthquake 
was occurring. 

Other than his self-absorption bordering on 
selfishness, no, there is nothing wrong: with 
you, your marriage, or even with him. Many 
married men masturbate for a variety of rea¬ 
sons, one being not wanting to wake up their 
wives when they were horny and their wives 
needed their sleep. An obvious way to avoid 
'earthquakes' is to masturbate in the bathroom, 
where he could get his oats and you could get 
your sleep. 

Of course, there is an alternative explanation 


and if that is the case, I apologize in advance 
to your husband for putting him in such a bad 
light: He may have been hoping you would 
wake up, discover what he was doing, and 
confront him with this discovery. However, I am 
afraid that would bring up yet another trait, 
which would be his passive aggressiveness. 

Dear Dr Holmes: 

Can you give me the pros and cons of 
masturbating too much? And how do I stop 
myself from doing so? -Desperate 

Dear Desperate: 

Freud was once asked what a normal person 
was. And the answer he gave was the simplest, 
and most eloquent one I know: "To be normal is 
to be someone who can love and can work." 

I love his definition, because it gives people 
so much scope to be all sorts of different things, 
to like and try out all sorts of different things, 
to even dislike and avoid—sometimes even be 
aggressive towards—different things and still be 
normal. 

Dr. Freud's definition of normality allowed 
all sorts of people to consider themselves nor¬ 
mal, which is a wonderful thing in and of itself. 
In addition, it provided an objective way to 
define normality so that whether someone was 
normal or not was open to exploration—discus¬ 
sion even—did not depend merely on someone's 
opinion but was based on a guideline that 
anyone could refer to. 

I still believe in this, by the way. 

But the next time I am asked the question, 

I would also tell him about No-Fap groups. To 
fap is a relatively new word for masturbate. In 
fact, the earliest record I have of someone using 
it was in 2003. 

The best definition I've come across was 
provided by Kylezzzzlol in 2009 over at Urban 
Dictionary: (FAP is) A short and humorous word 
for masturbation. It originates from the sound 
that is made when someone is so brutal and 
inconsiderate to their cock when they're mastur¬ 
bating, that it makes a sound from the strokes. 

As far as I know, Fap groups exist only 
online. However, I can see such groups morph¬ 
ing into real live groups (as opposed to merely 
virtual) and being of help to people who do not 


wish to masturbate "too much" or indeed, not 
masturbate at all. In fact, that is what NO FAP 
groups are all about: groups of people who had 
one goal in common: not masturbating. How 
long one wanted to refrain from masturbation 
would depend on the individual. What the 
group does is support and help (via suggestions, 
cheers, etc.) anyone who wants to stick to his 
goal of not tapping. 

In the past, I thought all I had to do to reas¬ 
sure the letter writer was share: 

• In general, there is no such thing as "mas¬ 
turbating too much." Masturbation is what 
is called a "self-regulating mechanism." 

When you're sated, you stop. Another rea¬ 
son for stopping is when your genitals start 
to hurt. 

• Even making love is not self-regulating. 
Sometimes you have to make love even 
if you don't want to, again for so many 
reasons, both healthy and, perhaps, a tad 
unhealthy. One reason might be to reassure 
one's partner that s/he is sexually attractive. 

• The frequency of masturbation itself is not 
an issue. What is at issue, however, is what 
the psychological meaning of the act is for 
you. What does masturbating signify for 
you? If you are uber introverted and, in 
fact, even more so than uber, masturbation 
may be a substitute for engaging with real 
people. Even masturbating once a month for 
said reason would be unhealthy. 

• On the other hand, if you are generally ok, 
able to love and to work, then masturbating 
as much as 6, 8,10 times a day is actually 
ok. 

• However, the best advice I can give you 
should you want to minimize your mastur¬ 
bation is to indulge in sports or anything 
that makes you so, so tired at night that 
you sleep straight off, rather than using 
masturbation as a way to calm the mind and 
fall asleep (as many people do). 

The old me would have shared the above 
observations/studies. However, both sex and 
neuroscientific research have grown by leaps 
and bounds in the last 20 years, and what I 
would share now, should I be asked the same 
question, would include two more findings. 

(Continued to page 110) 
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THE ACTRESS ACTIVIST GETS SOME THOUGHTS ABOUT TOPLESS 

equality off her chest 

™ r s,i ” in - & 

double standards, ■ Esco says. -Nora O'Donell 




TALK 


WHAT MATTER 
NOW 



PLAYBOY: You filmed 

Free the Nipple in New 
York. How did bystanders 
react to dozens of topless 
women? 

ESCO: Before shooting, 
we decided to test 
reactions by going 
topless at Occupy Wall 
Street. Within minutes 
we were surrounded by 
hundreds of people, and 
you know what? After 
15 minutes they started 
talking to us or tuning 
out. Everyone realized 
they're just boobs. 

PLAYBOY: Acceptance 
of nudity is a societal 
problem, it's why 
censorship exists. But 
is there value in seeing 
more breasts in network 
TV? 

ESCO: I don't know if 
America is ready to take 
that big of a risk, but it 
could be in the future. 
Acceptance starts with a 
conversation, and that's 
the goal of the film: to 
start a conversation. 

PLAYBOY: What's the 
conversation? 

ESCO: Let's talk about 
how much violence 
is on film and TV. The 
glorification of violence is 
unhealthy for our society. 
My film includes a quote 
from Hugh Hefner that 
gets right to the point: 
"We live in a country 
where obscenities are 
defined largely by things 
sexual instead of things 
related to war and killing 
and hatred. What kind of 
a world is that?" 

PLAYBOY: Is there any 
hope? 

ESCO: Yes. There are 
so many ideological 
shifts happening 



right now-from gay 
marriage to legalizing 
marijuana-because of 
a rising generation of 


Photography by Erik Voake 


men and women who 
believe in equality and 


independence. It's all 


happening so fast, it's 
amazing. 




MEN 


j ms the Internet killed social 
g in teraction or did it just make 

^^g^ more interesting? 

P * I was not big about the 
anonymity of people, and mine, on 
dating apps but hook-up profiles have 
become a tad more reliable because of 
the introduction of bots on websites. Bots 
link profiles to one's verifiable one, which 
makes a dating app dear of adolescents, 
and so to mean a likely boost in consumer 
confidence. So for an early 40s, second 
generation Internet user- culture snob, 
anxiety disorders, Internet identification- J 
was sold on Tinder; on an app where 
one says yes or no to an endless dash 
of images and interests, like a casting 
couch except it's also Russian > 

roulette. 

It was a willing bullet to the 
head because nothing can 
be shallower than ticking A 
or crossing out profiles, 
feeling like a film-god 
who knows what he 
wants. Five matches, . H 

five 'heys', and 15 I 

minutes after, for a 
minute I realized that 
I was only in it for 
the comfort of the 
interaction with mutual IT 
friends and similar 1 ^ 

interests, and not with v 
some bored 65-year old V 
guy posing as a lady. It also 
came to me that Tinder is 
for a generation of welcoming 
millenials who wish to be liked B 
in their utter correctness and 
accepting of people who want to make 
out once in a while Must blend in. 

Should there be a formula to create a 
Tinder profile, let alone being half a hottie 
and half a millionaire and ^ * 

half-happening, it should M 

be that your pictures and / irfji 
About Me are telling but 
not giving away too words by p 

much. I had a picture photo by i 

of myself from a Paris 
vacation, a snapshot beside a dean desk, 
and that picture with a nephew, and then 
one with my best buds. I'm complicated, I 
have a job, kids like me, and I'm definitely 
not a loner. My tagline says "serial 
cuddler”, which I thought gives away the 
softy vibe. I could be wrong. 

My first match was with a 26-year old girl 
named Kim. Awesome smile, killer eyes, 
and I had an hour's backseat road trip to 
burn so I showered her with flattery. She 
did not reply during the entire trip. 

The next noteworthy match was a 
23-old tattoo artist. Sanskrit on her belly, 
dark piercing eyes. I'd be staring at her for 


hours on end. Time and timing seem to be as 
elusive as my actual nerves to sit still and not 
utter something awful, so three meetings held 
off after she blocked me. 

Of course it was not a big deal. It was 
just ten days of chatting, and we did not 
completely unravel for each other. What 
gives? Sure, she could potentially be the love 
of my life had I actually sat down with her for 
a quarter of an hour. If we did think that the 
romance was badly cast, I'm sure we'd be back 
on Tinder to allow that next pretty thing to 
catch us with a sieve. 
















The Thtder Affair 

WORDS BY RAT SANTORO J * 

PHOTO BY YUK 


SANTORO g * 

ie sarto I caught Kim to be a few meters 
away from my building, and sent 
a cocky "Go out with me." She replied in bold 
letters with no punctuation- "WHERE ARE 
YOU". 

What I learned about Tinder is that women 
like to bask in the attention and flattery, and 
still expect the guy to make the first move. A 
reply to an ego boost does not mean anything. 
An acknowledged compliment is not saying 
anything. The women of Tinder test your 
patience to invest on that time to woo them. 
After a few weeks of alphabet and emoji 
niceties, you will be in for the worst-the girl 
who will tell you that she has been wanting 
to kill time, the busy one who will cut you 
off because you never profusely insisted on 


meeting up, and there could be that 
stuck-up neurotic boxed in a gilded world. 

It's okay to be cynical. Everyone is, 
especially when you want to think and 
believe that a dating app is a means to an 
end, which is the actual date with a good 
match. I can tell that a bigger number of 
users are still in it for The One. 

it will be okay to be yourself, because 
apps like Tinder is a hook-up site. That 
you are on it gives away a mile, so might 
as well be genuine. Drunk and trippy 
fingers with eight matches currently inside 
the bar then choose away and choose 
well. What I learned about women on 
a hook-up app is that they want what 
they want; get off and out of it the way 
^ I could. 

B Mind the disgust but get out 
of the over-thinking slump. 

There's romance and there's 
casual sex and It's best to 
be on top of things and 
not mistake one for the 
K other. Compartmentalize 
^ and be real i Stic a bout 
expectations Easy. Not. 

I eventually deleted 
the app because I 
thought I'm a sucker for 
unwired spontaneity. 
Tinder seemed to 
have hoisted me to 
■ft a high school phase 
^B| all over again. Sex was 

easy, as it was to give in to 
r insecurities because what I 
lacked in bed and in looks was 
thoroughly magnified. I wanted 
'mamihlapinatapei' and random every 
day interactions. But I did over-think this. 
The app was an alternative and not 
the sole instrument to a love life It did 
not have to be disturbing because it did 
I not always have to have a 
* + §j* purpose for everyone, but 

simply that fleeting but 
essential fun. My mistake 
was that 3 allowed the 
interaction to wear me out In the end 
there is that little excitement to meet 
someone beyond her doe-eyed pixels, 
romantic motives or none. □ 


It also came to me that Tinder 
is for a generation of welcoming 
millenials who wish to he liked 
in their utter correctness and 
accepting or people who want 
to make out once in a while. 
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WHAT 1 

:s THE OPPOSITE OF 


GEM0 PHOBIA? 



F 


or months my body was acting 
up abnormally. I know I'm 
part psychosomatic and part 
paranoid, which sounds like 
it's one and the same, but 
the symptoms I've been feeling cannot 
be dismissed. I'm not dying. I could be 
an overreacting woman, so that makes it 
imminent too. There is denial, anxiety, and 
having to keep ahead, and it all sums up to 
urbanely normal. 

I have, a few months ago, also welcomed 
the concept of aging. Advancements in 
cosmetic remedies should be a relief. I 
have been led to believe though that aging 
cannot be reversed or delayed. The changes 
that are disguised in minimal ways have 
started to become so apparent in my case. I 
came to a cliff, stopped falling midway, and 
woke myself before impact. I only had a void 
of fear to contend with. 

I approached friends, consulted, 
and pondered on this issue with great 
discomfort, went to lengths on diagnosing 
myself through medical websites. I joined 
and read medical forums until I crumbled in 
a pile of a crying ugly woman. The simple 
chills I felt led to mysterious, deep researches 
that resulted to outrageous diseases. I 
seemingly insisted I was sick and in pain. The 
stress of not knowing the answer weighed 
so heavy, my friends began to notice I was 
stressed out over stress. I could not forgive 
myself for having to feel what I feel. I am 
in denial that I am tired, anxious over what 
should come next. The never-ending cycle 
of having to connect the tiniest of fever 
to the deadliest of all illnesses was quite 
exhausting. 

My mind endlessly drifted from things that 
are both antagonizing and painful. To my 
dismay, I even had the crazy in me to think I 
might have early menopause. So off I went 
googling, sobbing in between sentences 
of the dreaded anxiety attacks I am trying 
to control. What if I'm menopausing now? 
Isn't it too soon and I'm too young? I did 
not think of the emotional and physiological 


changes, but I was apparently very concerned 
about sex. What if I can't perform in the 
manner that I implicitly know how? 

I relapsed. 

See a doctor, all I could ever say, and the 
only sensible advise I could take. I brought 
myself to the ER. No specialist, just a resident 
who signed in papers for a round of blood tests 
that all came out negative. I would not budge. 
Then came an endocrinologist and gynecologist 
who both said that my diagnosis could only be 
settled through a shrink. 

Pausing for the thought of menopause is 
a tiny detail of it all. The very warm morning 
sensation, nausea and dizziness did not escape 
my windows for a long time. The commotion, 
rumbling and fear that it might be the big M 
stirred my throat. It should not be possible. 

The fact that I might not be the same person 
in bed pricked my spine. Questions raced in 
my nerves. What about my libido? What about 
my reproductive system? Babies? Lengthy bed 
action? Energy? Will I still be lubricated? Can I 
still orgasm? I saw sex fading in front of me. In a 
dream, I was in ugly pajamas, my hair in curlers, 
a book on my lap and some stranger sleeping 
on his side of a bed snoring. I am admittedly 
ignorant about this womanly phase. 

What happens to women when they don't 
have sex anymore? Is there something else that 
is the center of an activity in bed rather than 
sex? Is it why at a certain age women should 
start collecting books and recipes? Start a hobby 
or urge their children to have kids so they can 
dote and care for their grand children? My 
questions fueled panic. 

My consciousness that I am aware of this 
phenomenon in my body is indicative that I 
affirmatively value sex. Who doesn't? It is a 
physiological need and it means more than that 
to other people. Sex is a language. It has earned 
its pivotal role not only in history but also in 
many aspects. Sex was used as a weapon, a 
hostage, and a prize. Nearly all the hubris of 
heroes in literature was the fact that they slept 
with the daughter of the enemy. Civilizations 
flourished because of reproduction and in some 
cultures, sex is holy or sacred. If there was no 
sex, what body contact is possible to replace 


the process of if? The specific purpose that 
purports the exchange of romantic expressions 
be replaced with something unbelievably new? I 
honestly can't think of any. 

So armed with my notes, all changes and 
sickness listed, I began my lamentations to 
the gynecologist; I counted dates, significantly 
pointed out details. The doctor looking equally 
mesmerized and confused by my story that went 
on and on. 

And then the gavel came and sweetly noted 
that I am not losing all those red-letter days 
after all. With a sigh of relief and an exchange 
of what and what not to expect has been 
mentioned, I stepped out of the gynecologist's 
clinic. 

The next day, once again with my notebook, 
a compendium of 'what has-beens' written 
in an obsessive manner, I signed in my name 
in a shrink's office and counted myself onto a 
statistic. I fear early menopause and not having 
sex, but I will not have this fear get in the way 
of getting some. And to get some is to be and 
feel young. Q 
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Climate Change and Sustainable Development 
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BY CARMELITO TATLONG H ARI * 
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W ith images of 

recent calamities 
still fresh in our 

minds, how can we demonstrate 
our resiliency and go beyond this 
much frequently repeated virtue 
for the survival of Filipinos? How 
about sustainability? 

Chief Oren Lyons, a Native 
American, gave us advice 
regarding sustainability, and I 
quote, "Nature always designs 
for life. Designers, however, must 
choose between designing for 
life or death. It takes vision to 
design for life, but we are already 
beginning to feel the pinch of life 
without vision." 

In such a miserable, 
deplorable and wretched 
state of the environment, the 
human condition has found 
love but loses it. And soon 
will find it again in the realm 
of sustainable development, 
balancing economics, equity, and 
environmental impacts. 

Sustainable development is no 
longer just a buzzword; it's gone 
mainstream, and soon will be the 
norm. Sustainable development 
practices provide an ethical 
and practical response to issues 
of environmental impact and 
resource utilization. The World 
Commission on Environment and 
Development (WCED) defines 
sustainable development's goal as 
meeting 'the needs of the present 
without compromising the ability 
of future generations to meet 
their own needs.' 

For example, the term 



sustainable construction most 
comprehensively addresses 
the ecological, social, and 
economic issues of a building 
in the context of its community. 
The principles of sustainable 
construction include, inter alia, 
the following reduce resource 
consumption, reuse resources, 
use recyclable resources, protect 
nature, eliminate toxics, apply 
life-cycle costing, and focus on 
quality. 

Climate change and the 
rapid depletion of fossil fuels 
threaten our economy and 
quality of life. Climate change, 
caused by the increasing 
concentrations of human¬ 
generated carbon dioxide, 
methane and other greenhouse 
gases in the earth's atmosphere, 
will extremely affect our future 
temperature regime and 
weather patterns, such as, rising 
temperatures, sea level rise and 
storm surges. The Philippines 
is located in an area most 
vulnerable to climate change. It 
is on a hotspot whose dominant 
hazards include tropical cyclones, 
landslides, floods, droughts. 
However, little concern has been 
given to how we should adapt 
to potentially significant climate 
aberrations. 

There is a need for 
enhanced action on mitigation 
and adaptation and the 
provision of financial resources 
for it. Unfortunately, most 
developing countries, such as 
the Philippines, have the least 
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capacity to adapt to climate change and are, 
therefore, in need of whatever support for 
capacity building to adapt to climate change, 
such as adjustments in practices, processes, or 
structures that can moderate or offset potential 
damage or take advantage of opportunities from 
climate change. 

Resource-conscious planning and design, 
a fundamental component of sustainable 
development, aims to minimize natural resource 
consumption and the resulting impact on 
ecological systems. Sustainable design considers 
the role and potential interface of ecosystems 
to provide services in a synergistic fashion. The 
key objectives of sustainability, with respect 
to materials selection, are closing materials 
loops and eliminating solid, liquid, and gaseous 
emissions. Closed loop describes a process of 
keeping materials in productive use by reuse and 
recycling rather than disposing of them as waste 
at the end of the product or building life cycle 
Most common materials are not completely 
recyclable, but rather down eye I able, for lower- 
value reuse. As part of the green building 
delivery system, manufactured products are 
evaluated for their life-cycle impacts, to include 
energy consumption and emissions during 
resource extraction, transportation, product 
manufacturing, installation during construction, 
operational impacts, and the effects of disposal. 

The role and potential interface of 
ecosystems in providing services in a synergistic 
fashion are taken into account in maintaining 
sustainability. And in resource-conscious design, 
the integration of ecosystems with the built 
environment can portray an important role. 

Such integration can supplant conventional 
manufactured systems and complex technologies 
in controlling external building loads, processing 
waste, absorbing stormwater, growing food, and 
providing natural beauty. 

Climate change must now be taken into 
account when designing and constructing 
buildings; as in passive design, the building 
envelope, materials selection, and the types 
of equipment required to cope with global 
warming. 

Education is Critical 

The other challenge we face is education. 

Be it education of the workers or of the 
Management Team, it is critical that education 
is provided to all parties involved, if we hope 
to achieve a successful sustainable planet. As 
per our experience, knowledge transfers from 
scientists to workers not only require a common 
and shared vision among the stakeholders, 
but also involve long and complex behavioral 
processes. 

As sustainability has been incorporated into 
our government and corporate policies more 
and more, workers in the field are faced with the 
new reality of how to enforce sustainability in 
the ground. To train our staff, we must provide 
opportunities for them to voice questions and 
concerns that are being faced on a variety of 
sustainable issues. 


In the same way that our own field teams 
often aren't sure of what they're supposed to 
be doing to enforce sustainability, management 
sometimes don't know what is required or 
expected of them. One way we have tried to 
work with the management is that we require 
them to have a Sustainability Professional 
on their staff. Our goal with this is that this 
person would be familiar with sustainable 
development and would be available to help 
the management with all aspects of compliance 
with their various plans, but especially with the 
documentation requirements. 

Management must encourage their staff 
to incorporate the principles and guidelines 
of sustainable development into all meetings, 
reminding people of the specific requirements 
they might encounter daily, such as, to protect 
the environment, prevent pollution, recycle their 
waste, and use low-emitting products. 

It is critical that management work 
harmoniously with their workers, service 
providers and vendors to ensure they have 
a program and process set up to accurately 
pursue sustainable goals. The Sustainability 
Officer should provide regularly documentation 
reports to ensure they are making appropriate 
progress and to track their compliance. 

Now, more than ever, in the midst of all 
calamities and vulnerabilities to climate change, 
is a great time to encourage all workers of the 
world on all jobs to take cognizance of the fact 
that this planet is striving towards sustainable 
development El 



Sustainable 
development is 
no longer just a 
buzzword; it’s gone 
mainstream, and 
soon will be the 
norm. Sustainable 
development 
practices provide an 
ethical and practical 
response to issues 
of environmental 
impact and resource 
utilization. 


READER'S RESPONSE 



ON THE JOB: MILLENIALS AND 


THE WORKPLACE 

W hile the author’s optimism is refreshing, it 
is also a tad idealistic. The very fact that 
he quotes a big percentage of millenials as 
being dissatisfied with the way world governments are 
addressing unemployment and labor problems, tells me 
that there is no way that ‘ millenials are still exerting their 
influence on the contemporary workplace. 1 ' In fact, all that 
tells me is that millenials seem to have a misplaced sense 
of entitlement. It seems to me that what they're looking 
for is not A job but rather the RIGHT job immediately; 
they want the corner office without having to go through 
the mail room. It’s true that some people get their dream 
job right out of college, hut, sadly, this is not a regular 
occurrence. More often than not, we have to slog 
through jobs we may not have had the training for but 
are necessary to gain experience, necessary to navigate 
the harsh realities of the ’working' world, I think it's time 
millenials got off their high horse and just accepted that 
in these harsh economic times, everybody is affected and 
we all need to make some sacrifices. 

William Oolong, 

Managing Director 

I ’ve been working in the BPO industry for the past 
two years now. I took this job straight out of college, 
feeling like I had no other options. This wasn't a job 
I envisioned myself doing while studying but it was one 
that was easily available and, with my credentials, easy 
to get, I understand where the author is coming from. It 
can, indeed, be very frustrating for someone who went 
through a minimum of four years of college to be told 
that the number of employment opportunities out there 
is limited. Instead, what there is, is a kind of disparity 
between the skills one has over the jobs available. For 
instance, some of my co-workers are nurses awaiting 
better job offers either here or abroad, which is proof 
positive that determination and perseverance are truly 
still the most desirable qualities in all workers, be they 
millenials or not. 

Robin Lig say. 

Call Center Agent 
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TWO SPECTACULAR 
BEAUTIES PROVE THAT 
WEARING LESS IS MORE IN 
THIS YEAR S REVEALING 
LINGERIE SPECIAL 
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60 YEARS 

OF PLAYBOY 


In this, our 60 th anniversary issue, we look where we 
came from and celebrate where the next 60 years 
will take us. In the following nine essays we con¬ 
sider how rapid evolution in everything from infor¬ 
mation technology to pop culture has irrevocably 

changed the way we lived. 


Si Non Oscillas 
Noli Tintinnare 


t was Hef's warning about the 
world on the other side of that 
door. A new world where you 
could be yourself. And if you didn't 
like yourself, you could be some¬ 
one else. A challenge. Either you 
go it or you didn't: If you don't 
swing, don't ring. 

This magazine was-and still is- 
another doorway to a new world. 

It is a portal to a place that probes 
our beliefs about sex and politics 
and philosophy. It challenges what 
we know about men, and more important, women. 
An experience so bold that you never forget where 
you were the first time you saw it. Hef created the 
first issue on a card table in his Chicago apartment 


after hocking his furniture to pay for the printing. 
He fought the Feds for the right to send his maga¬ 
zine through the U.S. mail. Later, when he stepped 
out from behind his desk, he reinvented himself 
as the public personification of the magazine: Mr. 
Playboy. 

Decades of reinvention followed. Postwar to the 
pill. From the repression of Levittown to the free 
expression of Esalen. The Big Bunny nonstop from 
Chicago to Los Angeles. The swinging 1970s all the 
way to the present day. PLAYBOY was there, at the 
forefront of a changing world, showing the way to 
anyone who cared to pursue it. 

We live in a time of hyper-evolution, a world still 
transforming itself, now faster than ever. The rule 
still stands: If you don't swing, don't ring. Now 
come on in. 






























































The Future 

of Evil 


SECOND THOUGHTS FROM A DIGERATI PIONEER ON THE FUTURE OF SOCIAL MEDIA 


T he future comes at us like a fractal zoom. Tiny patches of pattern 
explode in a flash to surround us and become our new habitat, 
only to be subsumed by fresh unfoldings and forgotten before we 
can blink. 

After a rare desert rain in my New Mexico childhood, the air 
would fill with bugs. We'd drive fast on dirt roads, windows wide open 
to the moist night air, watching a deep universe of suspended life zoom 
up into us. A vicious, frenetic tapping counted the bugs mashed into the 
paisley cloisonne on the windshield. Some of the creatures would find 
themselves caught in a vortex within the alien interior of a 1960s Chevy, and 
still others would somehow safely swirl past it all, receding into a speckle in 
the rearview window. 

Oh, how I hate to say so, but this fading image 
captures how it feels to see humanity from the 
perspective of Silicon Valley. All those people 
were there already, in their tiny hordes in the 
dark, and then we rushed them. 

We rush ahead because of the thrill, the 
billions of dollars to be made and a sense of 
self-significance and destiny: our manifest 
destiny. It happens so fast. When I was a child, 
the world was said to have changed within a few short years because of 
the sexual revolution and recreational drugs. And yet, when I grew a little 
older, I discovered that promiscuity and intoxication, along with periodic 
prohibitions and rebound bacchanalia, had characterized human societies 
for all time. It wasn't clear that anything had changed. The 1960s might 
have had more style than invention. 

Yet the global change in how people share information through social 
networks does seem to be new and it did happen just now. It took only a 
few years for people to embrace a world in which they connect to others 
through remote organizations that build secret behavioral models of them 
that will be used to influence what they do for their whole lives. 

There are attractive aspects of this new world. It is marvelous that so 
many people have found a medium of expression, or can at least keep 
in touch, and that everyone has a great big library in their pocket. I still 
love these advances as much as ever, and yet we can't be so foolish as to 
imagine we're not playing with fire. 

Right at the start of it all, in the archaic era of pre-web meeting places 
such as Usenet, there was something obviously odd going on. Normal 
people would somehow be drawn into abysmal behavior from time to time. 
It happened to everyone at least once in a while. You'd become nasty or 
crazily defensive, pick a fight, pile on a victim or stand by while others did. 
At first there was no name for the pop-up monsters we became, but soon 


they were christened "trolls." I have no memory of picking fights in any way 
in my life before digital networking became accessible. If I were growing up 
now, I might not have a memory of that particular innocence at all. 

A violent criminal serving a life sentence once told me that only about 
one in 20 people is really a bastard. "The rest are okay if you leave them 
alone," he said. This is not an easy number to verify, as criminal convictions 
and criminal behavior are not the same thing. I have also known financiers 
who seemed to be similarly sadistic and scornful of the law, except they 
lacked physical courage and were never caught. 

If it is the case that only about five percent of people are self-starters at 
being -nasty, then the question becomes how the rest of us react when we 
aren't left alone, when we are in fact provoked, moved to action by brilliant 
manipulators or charismatic leaders. What we 
see in history is that all too frequently waves of 
violence overtake entire populations. 

For years I have explored a theory that human 
behavior is bimodal, that our species can function 
either in a solitary mode or in packs. Certainly 
other species on earth, including wolves, have 
this quality. If there is a "clan switch" in the 
human brain, it might help explain how ordinary, 
reasonable people can sometimes be drawn into horrible behavior toward 
those who aren't members of their clan. 

When I travel in Germany or Austria and see an elderly man watching the 
world go by, I can't help wondering, Where was he when my relatives were 
being rounded up to be killed? Did he play a role in placing my mother in a 
concentration camp? What is even more haunting is to look at now-ordinary 
elders, in a setting that is placid and safe, and wonder how unusual they 
would really be if they had been part of a great wave of evil. 

Scary movies often condition us to fear some sort of switch within the 
soul of a man that can turn him evil. An unfortunate encounter will turn an 
ordinary person into a zombie, for instance. But of course the real evidence 
of the switch is that we have the ability to perceive others as zombies. 

It is terrifying that someone who seems ordinary might turn out to be 
dangerous, but it is rare for a dangerous person to perceive himself as a 
wrongdoer in the moment. Evil people usually think they are reacting to 
horrors visited upon them by others. Our capacity to imagine monsters is 
what can make us monsters. It is always you who are the monster when you 
are scared by a horror movie. But that doesn't mean there's no reason to be 
scared, because of how much we are all alike. 

• 

There are two questions I'm asked more often than any others. The first 

Continue to page 103 
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Illustration by David Plunkert 
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What is 
a Brand? 


MARKETING REDEFINES OUR LIVES IN STRANGE NEW WAYS 


H ere is an old Polish anti-communist joke: "Socialism is 

the synthesis of the highest achievements of all previous 
historical epochs. From tribal society, it took barbarism. 
From antiquity, it took slavery. From feudalism, it 
took relations of domination. From capitalism, it took 
exploitation. And from socialism, it took the name." 

Is it not similar with brand names? Imagine a totally 
outsourced company—a company like, say, Nike, that 
outsources its material production to Asian or Central American contractors, 
the distribution of its products to retailers, its financial dealings to a 
consultant, its marketing strategy and publicity to an ad agency, the design 
of its products to a designer. And on top of that, it borrows money from 
a bank to finance its activity. Nike would be nothing "in itself"—nothing 
other than the pure brand mark "Nike," an 
empty sign that connotes experiences pertaining 
to a certain lifestyle, something like "the Nike 
touch." What unites a multitude of properties 
into a single object is ultimately its brand name— 
the brand name indicates the mysterious je ne 
sais quoi that makes Nike sneakers (or Starbucks 
coffee) into something special. 

A couple of decades ago two new labels 
established themselves in the fruit juice (and also ice cream) market: "forest 
fruit" and "multivitamin." Both are associated with clearly identified flavors, 
but the connection between the label and what it designates is contingent. 
Any other combination of forest fruits would produce a different flavor, 
and it would be possible to generate the same flavor artificially (with the 
same, of course, being true for multivitamin juice). One can imagine a child 
who, after getting authentic homemade "forest fruit" juice, complains to 
his mother, "That's not what I want! I want true forest fruit juice!" Such 
examples distinguish the gap between what a word really means (in our 
case, the flavor recognized as multivitamin) and what would have been its 
meaning if it were to function literally (any juice that has a lot of vitamins). 
The autonomous "symbolic efficiency" is so strong it can occasionally 
generate effects that are almost uncannily mysterious. 

Can we get rid of this excessive dimension and use only names that 
directly designate objects and -processes? In 1986, Austrian writer Peter 
Handke wrote Repetition, a novel describing Slovenia in the -drab 1960s. 
Handke compares an Austrian supermarket, with -many brands of milk and 
yogurt, with a modest Slovene grocery store that has only one kind of milk, 
with no brand name and just the simple inscription milk. But the moment 
Handke mentions this brand-less packaging, its innocence is lost. Today such 
packaging doesn't just designate milk; it brings along a complex nostalgia 


for the old times when life was poor but (allegedly) more authentic, less 
alienated. The absence of a logo thus functions as a brand name for a lost 
way of life. In a living language, words never directly designate reality; they 
signal how we relate to that reality. 

Another effort to get rid of brand names is grounded not in poverty but 
in extreme consumerist awareness. In August 2012 the media reported 
that tobacco companies in Australia would no longer be allowed to display 
distinctive colors, brand designs or logos on cigarette packs. In order to 
make smoking as unglamorous as possible, the packs would have to come 
in a uniformly drab shade of olive and feature graphic health warnings and 
images of cancer-riddled mouths, blinded eyeballs and sickly children. (A 
similar measure is under consideration in the European Union parliament.) 
This is a kind of self-cancellation of the commodity form. With no logo, no 
"commodity aesthetics," we are not seduced 
into buying the product. The package openly 
and graphically draws attention to the product's 
dangerous and harmful qualities. It provides 
reasons against buying it. 

The anti-commodity presentation of a 
commodity is not a novelty. We find cultural 
products such as paintings and music worth 
buying only when we can maintain that they 
aren't commodities. Here the commodity-noncommodity antagonism 
functions in a way opposite to how it functions with logo-less cigarettes. 

The superego injunction is "You should be ready to pay an exorbitant 
price for this commodity precisely because it is much more than a mere 
commodity." In the case of logo-less cigarettes, we get the raw-use value 
deprived of its logo form. (In a similar way, we can buy logo-less sugar, 
coffee, etc. in discount stores.) In the case of a painting, the logo itself 
sublates use value. 

But do such logo-less products really remove us from commodity 
fetishism? Perhaps they simply provide another example of the fetishist split 
signaled by the well-known phrase "Je sais tres bien, mais quand meme...." 

("I know very well, but nevertheless....") A decade or so ago there was 
a German ad for Marlboros. The standard cowboy figure points with his 
finger toward the obligatory note that reads, "Smoking is dangerous for 
your health." But three words were added: Jetzt erst recht, which can be 
vaguely translated as "Now things are getting serious." The implication is 
clear: Now that you know how dangerous it is to smoke, you have a chance 
to prove you have the courage to continue smoking. In other words, the 
attitude solicited in the subject is "I know very well the dangers of smoking, 
but I am not a coward. I am a true man, and as such, I'm ready to take 
the risk and remain faithful to my smoking commitment." It is only in this 

Continue to page 104 
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In Search 
of the Lost 
Rock & Roll Icon 


FROM THE BEATLES TO BIEBER—WHAT THE HELL HAPPENED TO MUSIC? 


R ecently, Alice Cooper—celebrity golfer, disc jockey, born-again 
Christian and onetime shock rocker—had this to say about some 
of the popular music on his radar: "I just feel like this whole 
generation maybe need to all eat a steak. Maybe they just need 
to quit eating, you know, vegetarian food and get out there 
and get some blood pumping in their system." Cooper went 
on specifically to attack Mumford & Sons and the Lumineers, 
two successful and earnest folk-inflected bands of the moment, 
opining that they are "not rock." (Marcus Mumford of the aforementioned 
Mumford & Sons responded almost instantly: "I didn't know that rock and roll 
had rules.") 

Full-fledged generational divide or something more? Do you want another 
example? Consider what Billie Joe Armstrong, lead singer of Green Day, said 
recently about South Korean pop-music phenomenon Psy: "This dude is the 
herpes of music." Is he speaking of the music itself? The absence of melody, 
the lack of traditional instruments, the monotonous beat, the awful rapping? 
The gruesome slapstick of the video? Or is Armstrong just carping about the 
billion views on YouTube? 

It is not so unusual these days-especially in the media and especially 

among music writers of a certain age—to observe that we don't have icons 
like we did of old, we don't have titans of popular music, we don't have 
entertainers astride the stage like we once did, 
there's no rock and roll, they just don't make it like 
they used to, something terrible has happened to 
our art form and so on. In fact, I remember this 
kind of thing as far back as my undergraduate days 
(in the early 1980s), when I was sitting backstage 
during a play with another cast member (his name 
happens to have been John F. Kennedy Jr.) as he 
flipped idly through Rolling Stone. In due course, 
this cast member launched into an impromptu 

cultural criticism about how none of the bands of the early 1980s had any 
character, not like before. As evidence: Night Ranger, Journey, Scorpions, 
Whitesnake. 

Is there any merit to the argument that we no longer have icons of music? 
Or is this now just middle-aged dads carping about what they don't really 
understand? 

In order to speak to the question of icons and to assess the situation with 
respect to the music of the present, it might be useful to talk a little bit about 
what an icon might be. 

For example, here are a few icons from the 1960s, a period in which the 
popular song changed rather dramatically. (In many cases, musicians started 
writing their own songs more voluminously instead of relying on the likes of 
Gerry Goffin and Carole King, and they began playing the electric guitar, and, 
eventually, they grew their hair out and/or sported some tie-dye.) 

Icons of the 1960s: the Beatles, Bob Dylan, Aretha Franklin, the 
Supremes, Jimi Hendrix 


It is fair to say this is an incomplete and totally personal list of entertainers 
I think were meaningful during the decade in question. The Beatles for the 
obvious reasons of innovation and reinvention, Bob Dylan for making the case 
for lyrics, Aretha Franklin for revolutionizing soul and finding a way to marry 
gospel impulses to mainstream R&B, the -Supremes for being the leading edge 
of the Motown sound, and Jimi Hendrix, not only the greatest electric-guitar 
player who ever lived but also a style genius and a great thinker about sound. 

Your list may differ, as would mine on another day, though to some degree 
it is indisputable that, upon reflection, these artists made a great impact on the 
songs of their time. They seemed to crystallize the social change and ferment 
of the 1960s, and from vastly different directions. Hendrix did not sound like 
the Supremes, and the Supremes did not sound like the Beatles. In each case, 
the music of the period is inconceivable without including these artists. But it's 
exactly the retrospection of this exercise that makes the delineation of these 
icons so easy. Nevertheless, I would like to try to define iconic status based 
on this sampling—no matter how fast and loose—and I would define its 
characteristics as follows: style, influence, talent, creativity, vision. These are the 
qualities I associate with icons, and the further back you go, the easier it is to 
evaluate them. For example, everyone knows who's at the top of the list in the 
1950s—Elvis Presley (or Little Richard or Chuck Berry). And the 1970s are not 
appreciably more difficult than the 1960s, though 
those times were less politically charged. 


Ry RictMoody 

Illustration by Jody Hewgill 


Icons of the 1970s: the Rolling Stones, 
Elton John, Stevie Wonder, the Sex Pistols, 
Fleetwood Mac 


I worried a little about putting Elton John on this 
list (I worried even harder about leaving off Led 
Zeppelin). But if you're making a list of artists with 
the most impact, you have to try to assess that impact regardless of whether 
it takes place in a form you admire, and for me, despite his indisputable 
chart dominance (and fancy glasses), Sir Elton really was a bubblegum artist, 
a singer of confectionary choruses. Which makes him hard to love. And yet 
his name was on the lips of the record-buying public, assuredly so. He was 
iconic. And the same is true of every other artist on my list above. The 1970s 
are unthinkable without the radical funk-R&B of Stevie Wonder (and if we 
were making the list on the basis of influence, we would have to include 
-Parliament-Funkadelic too, whose long shadow continues to be felt in hip- 
hop). And I have to say, one album every single teenager in my high school 
possessed, no matter what they listened to, was -Rumours; as style icon, no 
one in the 1970s had half the impact Stevie Nicks had. 

So far, so good: style, influence, talent, creativity, vision. The 1970s are 
a fish-in-a—barrel decade as far as musical icons go. Your list could include 
Queen, the Who, the Kinks, the Clash, the Bee Gees. But the next decade is 
not so easy. 

Continue to page 105 
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“I want a Guy 

With a Sense of 

Humor” 


THAT’S WHAT ALL WOMEN SAYS,RIGHT? ACCORDING TO OUR 
EXPERT, IT DOESN’T MEAN WHAT YOU HOPE IT DOES 


I was talking to this girl once, and she was going on and on about 
how much she loves Jerry Seinfeld. "He's the funniest guy on the 
planet," she told me. "Every joke he does just makes me scream with 
laughter." Being a curious person, I asked her if, given the chance, 
she'd fuck Jerry Seinfeld. "Oh God no," she said without thinking 
about it. "Just because I think he's funny doesn't mean I want to 
have sex with him." Well, I inquired, what does make you want to 
have sex with a guy? And I swear to you, the first thing out of her 
mouth was "A sense of humor." 

It's a like a Pavlovian thing with women. Ask them what they're look¬ 
ing for in a man, and more often than not they'll tell you, "Somebody 
who makes me laugh." But I'm here to tell you, as a man who made his 
living in comedy for more than three decades, that women are full of shit. 

Being funny (and I have occasionally been funny) has never gotten me 
laid in my life. I'm sure you find that shocking." You mean Gilbert Gott¬ 
fried isn't constantly beating off women with a stick?" you're no doubt 
wondering. Well, I'm definitely beating. I'm beating every night. In fact, I 
want to stop writing this article right now so I can return to the beating. 
The fact that I spend so much time beating should tell you everything you 
need to know. If women were really attracted to a sense of humor, they'd 
be trampling over Johnny Depp to get to Jay 
Leno. They'd be pushing Ryan Gosling out of 
the way to grope the ample buttocks of Larry 
the Cable Guy. It's not like women everywhere 
are waking up in the middle of the night, 
sweaty from an erotic dream, and shouting out, 

"Shemp!" 

But the myth endures. I remember reading 
an interview with the model Rachel Hunter, and 
why she married Rod Stewart, a guy 24 years her senior. She said (and 
I'm paraphrasing), "Rod Stewart is a living proof that a man can laugh 
a woman into bed." Well, yes, of course, I'm sure his one-liners were all 
it took. That and being one of the richest, most famous rock stars in the 
world. But no, it was totally his ease with a clever limerick that made her 
drop her panties for an old geezer with liver spots. 

Guys are constantly being told that a good personality is the only 
thing that matters to women. "If you can make her smile, it doesn't 
matter what you look like." I know this girl who prides herself on being 
attracted to nerdy guys. But still she has only slept with a veritable who's 
who of handsome rock stars. She's a model (of course), and she worked 
for a day on some movie with George Clooney. She told me, "I wasn't 
impressed with his stardom, and I didn't think his looks were all that 
great. But he was genuinely funny." Horseshit! If he wasn't good-looking 
or famous, nobody would notice his sense of humor. It's like those women 
who claim they have crushes on Woody Allen or Larry David. If you're 
looking for a Larry David type, they're everywhere. You want a bald Jew 


with glasses and an acerbic sense of humor, I could fix you up no problem. 
But they're making $7.25 an hour and bagging groceries at Whole Foods. 

I can only talk from personal experience. For all I know, other comedi¬ 
ans are getting more pussy than a veterinarian. But not me. I don't have 
groupies. I've never had a girl come up to me after a show and say, " That 
was the funniest act I've ever seen. I want to fuck you and suck you all 
night." That doesn't happen. I've had a few close calls. By which I mean 
complete misunderstandings on my part. There have been several times 
when a girl has approached me after a show to tell me how funny I am 
and then said, "What are you doing tonight?" And I say, " Nothing." 

And she says, "You want to come out and do something?" And I say yes 
because I'm almost positive by "something" she means me. I mean, seri¬ 
ously, who invites a stranger to "do something" at two A.M. if it doesn't 
involve one (or both) of us visiting a free clinic the next morning? But then 
invariably she says yes, "That's great. I'll tell my boyfriend. He's coming 
with us." 

Maybe you don't believe me. Maybe you think there's still hope. "If I 
can just be more Gottfried-esque," you're thinking, "I'll get more tail than 
a Secret Service agent in Colombia. "First of all, thanks for the compli¬ 
ment. And second of all, you're a delusional 
fool. You might as well be taking dieting tips 
from Kirstie Alley. But if you really want my 
advice, here it is. 

If a woman is laughing at everything you 
say, she already plans to fuck you. 

That's all there is to it. Your jokes don't have 
to be any good, because she's not really listen¬ 
ing. If she's planning to fuck you, she'll laugh. 
And if she's not, she won't. End of story. 

So if you want to use comedy to get a woman into bed, here's what 
you need to do. Find a girl desperate enough to fuck you. Then everything 
you say will be comedy gold. She'll be falling out of her chair in hysterics 
like you're one of the Marx Brothers. And isn't that what every woman 
is looking for, a guy who reminds her of a vaudeville act from 100 years 
ago? Every 18-year-old girl out there, the first thing she says about a guy 
she finds attractive is "He's as funny as the Marx Brothers. I mean when 
they were at Paramount, not when they switched over to MGM and were 
listening to Irving Thalberg. "I think it's pretty obvious I have my finger on 
the pulse of modern womanhood. 

You want the cold hard truth? A sense of humor means noth¬ 
ing. There's only one secret to being attractive to the opposite sex, and I'm 
going to share it with you today. My limited success with the opposite sex 
isn't due to my lovable personality or my skill at delivering perfectly timed 
punch lines. The only reason I've ever convinced a woman to sleep with 
me is because of my enormous cock. 

Sorry. 


By Gilbert Gottfried 

Illustration by Philip Burke 
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IF IT HAS WHEELS AND AN ENGINE, WE 
HAMMERED IT! HERE ARE OUR PICKS 
FROM A STELLAR YEAR IN THE WORLD OF 
AUTOMOBILES 


TADGEJUECHTER 


BY AJ. BAIME, KEN GROSS AND THE EDITORS OF PLAYBOY 


CHIEF ENGINEER, CORVETTE 


Years from now, people will look back on 2013 as 
a historic time for gearheads. It was the year of the 
sports car. Among the machines unleashed on our 
roads: the all-new seventh-generation Corvette, the 
first new Jaguar two-seat sports car in more than 50 
years, a new Euro-styled Viper, a slick 12-cylinder As¬ 
ton Martin, two Porsches (including the German firm's 
first-ever hybrid supercar) and a pair of seven-figure 
hybrid Batmobiles from Ferrari and McLaren, each 


thumping well over 900 horsepower. Even if you're not 
in the market for one of those rolling monuments to 
testosterone, there's still something cool and cutting- 
edge for you out there. To suss out the best of the 
best in every category, we prowled the earth's byways, 
from twisty roads in China to hilly thoroughfares in 
the south of France to the clogged intersections of Los 
Angeles and Chicago. Herewith, our annual pick of the 
top new automobiles. 


“What makes the 
Corvette unique is 
its bandwidth . It has 
fuel efficiency for 
daily commuting, 
luggage room and 
comfort for touring, 
and performance ca¬ 
pabilities for track 
use.” 
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SPORTS CAR 


ASTON MARTIN V12 VANTAGE S 

Priced less than a comparable Ferrari, the 565-horsepower 
Vantage S delivers a blazing 3.7-second sprint to 60 mph and a 
205 mph top speed. With new electronically controlled suspen¬ 
sion, it tackles corners like a sure-footed athlete. And it's an 
Aston, so it's fantastically beautiful in that 007, just understat¬ 
ed-enough style. Slap some Union Jack livery on this six-liter 
two-seater and you're licensed to kill. 


CHEVROLET 

CORVETTE 

STINGRAY 

For the seventh (since its debut 
in 1953) generation of Corvette, 
Chevy engineers had their work 
cut out for them. Against a tide 
of declining sales, how could they 
convince 20- and 30-somethings 
that their dad's idea of cool car 
should be theirs too? Chevrolet 
promised the most performance 
and mileage out of this new 
base Stingray, and the company 
delivered. And the styling? 
Nuanced yet true to the DNA. 

All told, this is an unbelievable 
amount of car for the money. We 
test-drove it all over California, 
Illinois, and Virginia. People 
jumped off curbs to snap phone 
pictures; it's that striking. Specs 
include a hydro-formed aluminum 
frame, carbon-fiber panels, a crisp 
seven-speed manual and a torque- 
rich V8 with 460 horsepower. Add 
the Z51 track package and you're 
unstoppable. And Chevy finally 
listened to the critics and seriously 
upgraded the interior. Bottom line: 
the best Vette ever. 


SRT VIPER They don't call it a Dodge anymore. After Fiat bought Chrysler, the Detroit firm released a 
new iteration of its legendary brute under the SRT (Street & Racing Technology) badge. The Italians gave the styl¬ 
ing some love inside out. While the car now has traction control, it's still a 640-horsepower, 8.4-liter VI0 beast. 
Driving it is like getting in the ring with Mike Tyson-in a good way. Ice packs not included. 


PORSCHE CAYMAN Don't call it junior 911. The mid-engine, 275 horsepower Cayman is a car all 
its own, and it's the best all-around performer for its price in the Stuttgart lineup. During our test drive we adored 
its neutral road manners, refined agility and deft throttle punch delivered by a 2.7-liter flat six with a glorious 
song. Naturally, the S model is the car you want (50 more thoroughbreds) if you have the extra 
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MERCEDES-BENZ 

CLA250 

The sell is simple: a Mercedes-Benz 
for less than $30,000. When we first 
heard news of the CLA, we found the 
idea scintillating. Could M-B steal away 
Chevy and Toyota buyers with a 
small, affordable sedan? Then we 
saw the thing. The "predator- /{ 
like exterior" and "airplane- 
cockpit-inspired interior" (as 
the car's product manager, 

Heiko Schmidt, puts it) had 
us at hello. We put the 
car through its paces in 
the hills of France's Cote 
d'Azur, then tried it out 
as a commuter at home. 

The two-liter turbo and 
seven-speed dual-clutch 
automatic don't provide the 
thrills of more expensive 
M-B models, but they match 
anything in the price range. And 
the standard start-stop and collision- 
prevention assist are nice touches. In 
a perfect world we'd go for the AMG 
version (pictured, $48,375). But the 
base CLA is a big winner in its class. At 
that price, you can buy his and hers. 


SEDANS 


HORSEPOWER: 20 


$ 29,9 




CADILLAC CTS If the luxury-auto biz were a football 
game, the CTS would be America's QB against the German 
juggernauts. Named Motor Trend's car of the year, the new CTS 
is visually stunning inside and out. The base two-liter turbo in-line 
four options up to a $70,000-plus car with a 420-horsepower, 
3.6-liter twin turbo V6. Bottom line? This is an all-star athlete. 


HEIKO SCHMIDT 

CLA PRODUCT MANAGER, M-B 

“While the entry 
price for the CLA is 
indeed new territory 
for Mercedes-Benz in 
the U.S ., the CLA is 
every hit a Mercedes." 



AUDI RS7 With its "sportback" roofline and the eyes of a comic¬ 
book mastermind, the A7 is a design triumph for the ages. The new RS 
version packs a four-liter twin-turbo V8, making this 560-horsepower 
lightning bolt the most powerful production Audi ever. It can do zero to 60 
in 3.7 seconds (that's Ferrari territory), tops out at 174 mph and is roomy 
enough to lug six kegs of Franziskaner Weissbier. Sold! 



MAZDA 3 The newly imagined Mazda 3—available as either a 
hatchback or a sedan-is lighter on its toes, longer in its legs and easier on 
the eyes. You can't argue with these numbers: 155-horsepower Skyactiv 
two-liter in-line four, 30 city and 41 highway mpg, and a top speed of 
130, all for a base price of less than $ 118,000. The nav system and rear 
cross-traffic alevrt come standard, and with a stiffer chassis, the ride is a 
blast. Look out, Ford Focus, the competition is heating up. 
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HONDA ACCORD 
HYBRID 


Underneath that silver sheet 
metal, this new Accord packs 
some serious engineering 
voodoo. It's basically three cars 
in one. In EV mode it cruises 
around at speeds of up to 
60 mph without using a ^ 

single drop of gas-like a 
purely electric car. Or it 
can run in hybrid mode 
using two electric motors, 
an air-cooled lithium-ion * 

battery pack and a small w_ 

combustion engine. It 
also runs in engine mode 
at highway speeds using a 
single-gear transmission with 
just enough punch to let you 
merge interstate without having 
to white-knuckle the wheel. 
Beautifully built in America, it 
achieves the 50 mpg goal with a 
price tag under $30,000. It's the 
perfect solution for drivers who 
want comfort in midsize car, 
don't want to spend too much 
money on gasoline and don't go 
for the wonky styling of other 
top-selling hybrids. It won't 
knock your socks off the way a 
new Vette will, but it will make 
mincemeat of a Prius when the 
light changes. 


CHIEF ENGINEER, HONDA 

“The Accord Hybrid 
development focus 
included three 
hey concepts: 
environment, 
advancement, and 
fun” 


BMW13 


The all-new plug-in electronic i3 combines disco packaging 
with real BMW roadability. You'll enjoy about 170 horsepower, a range 
of 100 miles, a tiny optional range-extender gas engine you'll probably 
never need, plus enough torque to scare whoever's in the passenger seat. 
Clamshell rear doors and plenty of interior space make it a nice option for 
green-conscious families. Toss the dogs in and head for the beach! With 
this car's quirky looks, be prepared for gawkers. 


GREEN CARDS 


// 


ENGINE: 2-LITE^LECTRIC 

HYBRID 1-4/ 

HORSEPOWER: 141 


0 - 60 : 7 


MPG: 50 CITY, 



TESLA MODEL S The Model S is the first automobile this 

Silicon Valley start-up built in-house from the ground up. (The Tesla 
Roadster was based on a Lotus chassis.) It's an all-electric plug-in sedan 
with gorgeous styling that gets 88 mpg (the electric equivalent) in the 
city and 90 on the highway. It also gets our nod for the coolest interior 
on the market, with a 17-inch tablet screen front and center that 
controls just about everything. This is the car interior of the future, and 
the future is now. 


CHEVROLET CRUZE TURBODIESEL clean 

diesel is the green technology of Europe. Finally, General Motors jumps 
in with an affordable American turbodiesel (the engines are built in 
Germany) that puts up 46 mpg and 264 foot-pounds of delicious torque, 
and spits out far fewer emissions than its gasoline brethren. Sure, and 
Audi A3 TDI is nicer in every way, but you'll pay thousands more for 
one. Specs: two-liter turbo in-line four, room for five passengers and an 
8.1-second jaunt to 60. 
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THE NEW (HYBRID) DREAM CAR 


LAND ROVER 
RANGE 
ROVER 
SPORT 

Like the previous 
generation, the new 
Range Rover Sport 
combines refined British 
luxury with ass-kicking 
off-road capability. Only 
now it does both even 
better. Picture this: On an 
old U.K. airfield, we drove a 
sport up a 45-degree ramp 
into a derelict 747, crawled 
around obstacles through the empty 
cabin, then exited down a steep 
ramp into a mud bath. Why? To 
prove this truck can motor over 
anything. And it will handle like 
a sure-footed sedan around your 
town's twisty roads. The performance 
upgrade comes via a new aluminum 
unibody and improved suspension 
dynamics. With an option of two all- 
wheel-drive systems you can choose 
on the go, no terrain can stop you. 
We love the V6, but the five-liter 
supercharged V8 (510 horsepower, 
about $80,000) makes you feel as if 
you're packing jet engines. And the 
cabin? Beautiful leather, polished 
aluminum and tasteful carbon-fiber 
accents; the only thing missing is a 
champagne bucket. This is the truck 
you want when the world ends. 


SUBARU FORESTER The new Forester 

doesn't look much different from the old one, nor does it 
drive all that differently. Don't fix it if it isn't broken, right? 
Subaru of America had a fifth straight record year for 
sales in 2013. A few reasons why: The Forester is easy on 
the wallet, has room enough for five plus golf bags, gets 
decent mileage (24 city, 32 highway) and has an all-wheel- 
drive 2.5 liter flat four that will probably still be kicking 
long after you're gone. 


BMW X5 There aren't a lot 
of good options for vehicles that can 
seat seven, especially ones that pack 
an optional 450-horespower V8, all¬ 
wheel drive, an eight-speed automatic 
transmission and that certain command 
of the road that a BMW delivers. Yes, 
the new X5 is here, 15 years after it 
first appeared. The base model (three- 
liter, 300-horsepower V6) will run you 
$53, 725, but we'd opt for the M Sport 
suspension and the aforementioned V8. 


Folks who can 
afford supercars 
don't worry 
about the cost 
of a gallon of 
gas. But that 
hasn't stopped 
the world's 
brightest 
engineers 
from inventing 
hybrid dream 
machines. 

These debuted 
last year, proof 
that it's a wild 
time for car 
fans. 



PORSCHE 918 SPYDER 

Two electric motors plus 
one midmounted V8 equals 
887-horsepower and a 
2.5-second sero-to-60 sprint. 
This gorgeous hunk of insanity 
will cost you $845,000. 


MCLAREN PI 

The Brits won't bow to the 
Germans of the Italians. Case in 
point: this $1.15 million 903 hp, 
217 mph hybrid. 


FERRARI LAFERRARI 

A blazing 950-horsepower hybrid 
Ferrari with a top speed of 217 mph 
and a $1.7 million price tag. Want 
one? Sorry, all sold out. 
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JAGUAR F-TYPE 

The first all-new Jaguar sports car in 
more than 50 years, this is the direct 
descendant of the C-, D- and E-Types, 
icons of the golden age of motoring both 
on the racetrack and in the driveways 
of the world's most glamorous people. 
Yes, the new F-Type has a lot to live up 
to. From the moment we got behind 
the wheel and felt the engine's throb as 
it cracked like an FI car rolling onto a 
Grand Prix circuit, we were sold. It's the 
Jaguar we've waited decades to drive. 
You have a choice of engine packages: a 
340-horsepower supercharged V6 ($65K 
for the coupe, $69K for the roadster), a 
380-horsepower supercharged V6 ($77K 
coupe, $81K roadster) or a five-liter V8 
that gives this monster muscle-car power 
with sports-car handling ($99K coupe, 
$92K roadster). As the daily drive, the car 
is elegant and refined, its interior impec¬ 
cable and distinctly British. But throw this 
Jag into track mode and it's a different 
cat. We let it loose on racetracks outside 
Chicago and Seattle, and the superb 
hydraulic steering was knife sharp and 
perfect to the touch. As we snap-shifted 
the eight-speed transmission, the car 
danced through corners, its stiff chas¬ 
sis slaloming smoothly through abrupt 
directional changes. It achieves what all 
of today's high-end sports cars try to, in 
spades: It's a wonderful everyday drive 
and a thriller when you want to put your 
foot down. After all these years, Jaguar 
is still the real deal. Welcome back, mate: 
You're our choice for PLAYBOY'S 2014 
Car of the Year. 




ENGINE: 5-LITER SUPERCHARGED V8 


F-TYPE V8S 


HORSEPOWER: 495 
0-60: 4.2 SECONDS 
MPG: 16 CITY, 23 HIGHWAY 


OF THE 
YEAR 


IAN CALLUM 

DESIGN DIRECTOR, JAGUAR 

“The F-Type 
reestablishes and 
nails Jaguar’s 
credentials, its 
proper heritage 
and what the 
brand stands for- 
and what we’ve 
been missing for a 
while.” 
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2015 MUSTANG GT 


ALL THE 
PRETTY 
HORSES 


change steering response, engine 
and transmission settings and the 
new upgraded suspension setup. 
Commuting? You have a blind- 
spot-warning system for changing 
lanes and adaptive cruise control. 
Bonus: the launch-control feature 
alters the rpm for perfect zero- 
to-60 sprints. 


THE 50TH ANNIVERSARY 
MUSTANG COMES OUT 
KICKING 

Picture the scene: the Ford Rotunda at 
the New York World's Fair in 1964. Lee 
lacocca-a 39-year old auto man then 
unheard of outside car circles-stands 
by his boss, Henry Ford II. They share 
the stage with Walt Disney, who is 
cutting the ribbon for the launch of 
a brand-new car called the Mustang. 
Within a week, Mustang-mania has 
swept the nation, leading to a record 
billion dollars in sales the first year. No 
car launch has ever had such an im¬ 
pact on our culture at large. Fifty years 
and more than nine million Mustangs 
later, Ford debuts the next generation 
(hitting the streets in the Fall). Saddle 
up, we're going for a ride. 


1 

HOT BODY 

The new Mustang coupe and 
convertible retain the original's 
DNA, but the latest versions have 
a wider, lower stance. The coupe 
features the return of the fastback, 
with more sloped rear glass. 

2 

BRIGHT IDEA 

We love the shark-grilled LED 
headlight and taillight designs, 
which add to the aggressive 
structure. 

3 

INSIDE JOB 

The aviation-inspired cockpit, with 
wraparound gauges and Ford's 


voice-controlled SYNC system, 
makes this ride an ideal rolling 
office, with all the feel of a 
German luxury car. 

4 

MOTOR CITY 

Match a manual or paddle-shifted 
transmission to your pick of 
engines: a base 3.7-liter V6 (about 
300 horsepower), a 2.3 liter turbo 
in-line four (305 horsepower), 
or the GT package (pictured 
above) with a five-liter V8 (420 
horsepower). Pricing has not yet 
been set. 

5 

COMMAND PERFORMANCE 
Flip a switch to sport mode to 


Engine: five-liter V8 
Horsepower: 420 
Torque: 390 foot-pounds 
Top Speed: 155 mph 
MPG: TBD 
Price tag: TBD 
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TECH MATE 



WHICH OF TODAY'S CARS WILL BE THE HOT VINTAGE 
CARS OF TOMORROW? 

The vintage-car market is smoldering. Cars thought to be junkyard dogs 50 
years ago are going for bank at auction. But not any cars-the right cars. 

To find out which of today's autos will be the hot vintage movers in their 
categories 50 years from now, we turned to McKeel Hagerty (right), who runs 
Hagerty, the world's largest insurer of vintage autos. Jump in as he tells us 
which rides to drive and which to put in storage. 



2015 
FERRARI 
LAFERRARI 

"Ferrari has held bragging rights for the greatest 
supercar in various eras, " says Hagerty. "This is the 
pinnacle of the Ferrari in the hypercar era." Base price 
for this 963-horespower hybrid: $1.4 million. 


2015 

MCLAREN 
PI 

"McLaren owns the emotional high ground in the 
supercar world," says Hagerty. "There's just something 
about this brand that people love." Base for this wildly 
cool British hybrid rocket: $1.15 million. 



LEXUS 
LFA 

"A gorgeous car, and the only Japanese car on this 
list," says Hagerty. Only 500 were built, and it's no 
longer in production. "It's an outlier, and it belongs in 
the club." Base in 2012: $375,000. 


2010 
TESLA 
ROADSTER 

In the future, people will look to this era for the first 
great alternative-energy cars, says Hagerty. "I'm 100 
percent convinced we'll be buying Tesla Roadsters at 
auction." Base in 2010: $109,000. 


2014 

PORSCHE 911 
CARRERA 

"I think this all-new Carrera is the ultimate 911," 
says Hagerty. "While it's fun to think about the faster 
versions, this car is so good, it will be collectible for a 
long time." Base: $84,300. 







2014 
BUGATTI 
VEYRON 

It's a technological tour de force, with over 1,000 
horsepower," says Hagertyof this 253 mph French 
machine." And the production run is incredibly low. 
Pictured: the Veyron GS Vitesse, about $2.5 million. 



2015 
PORSCHE 
918 SPYDER 

"To have the first-ever sub-seven-minute verified lap 
time at the Nurburgring puts this right up there as the 
greatest performer right now," says Hagerty. Base for 
this hybrid Porsche: just under $900,000. 




2015 

CORVETTE 

Z06 


"I don't know anyone who has driven it yet," says 
Hagerty of the Z06, which was recently unveiled in 
Detroit." But this is Corvette's first legitimate move into 
the supercar realm." Base price: TBD. 



2014 FORD 
MUSTANG 
COBRA JET 


"In 50 years," says Hagerty, " the Mustang will turn 
100. People will look back and ask, 'What are the great 
moments?"' They'll mention this 525-horsepower "off- 
the-shelf" drag racer. Price: $98,000. 


2013 MINI 
JOHN COOPER 
WORKS GP 

"There has always been a place for smaller cars with 
smaller engines that give you a great experience," 
says Hagerty. This ride is Mini's most exclusive high- 
performance offering. Base: $40,000. 



Turns out your 
smartphone is a total 
gearhead. It can't 
change your oil, but with 
these apps, it can make 
you a better driver. 



GASBUDDY 

(free, all platforms) 
Your phone scopes out 
any neighborhood and 
finds you the cheapest 
fuel. 



DYNOLICIOUS 

($12.99, iOS) 
Clocks your engine's 
horsepower, your lateral 
Gs, miles per gallon and 
more. 




TRAPSTER 

(free, all platforms) 
An online community 
that maps speed traps. 
Beat the heat at its own 
game. 



REPAIRPAL 

(free, all platforms) 
Like Angie's List for 
car-repair shops, it helps 
keep you from getting 
ripped off. 



BEST 

PARKING 

(free, all platforms) 
Where's the cheapest 
parking garage? Your 
phone can tell you. 
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WORDS BY 
ROBERT SORIANO 
PHOTOGRAPHY BY 
RAYMOND SALDANA 
HAIR & MAKE UP BY 
LEI PONCE 
STYLING BY 
LI A CONTRERAS 
SHOT ON LOCATION AT 
LOBO, ^ AT AN GAS 






r~\ ur Playmate for the month 
of April is quite a character. 

With no previous experiences, 
connections, and knowledge 
in posing nude, she dove in, with 
reckless abandon, into this exquisite 
world of PLAYBOY Philippines without 
batting an eyelash. Not that it's a bad 
thing, mind you. We were pleasantly 
delighted, as you probably are now, 
when she confidently posed her svelte 
silhouette for our lenses. 

Gents, meet Playmate Nice 
Padama. We'll warn you guys, 
though: She's more naughty and spice 
than sugar and nice. Aside from her 
nymph-like frame and girl-next-door 
appearance, this Playmate's sensuality 
lies with her confidence and attitude. 
Things that one can never really learn, 
practice, or fake. Wondering how we 
found her? We didn't. She just walked 
in on our offices and talked straight to 
Playmates Billy and Paris during one of 
our go-sees. Talk about moxie. 

"I posed for PLAYBOY simply 
because I love the brand and the 
liberties that it represents. Way before 
PLAYBOY Philippines started, I've been 
a fan of the magazine and PLAYBOY 
TV. I even played the PLAYBOY 
Mansion game on my old PS2!" she 
enthusiastically shared. "I love being a 
part of PLAYBOY Philippines." 

Despite that, Miss April confessed 
that she's not much of a party girl and 
prefers to spend her leisure time by 
reading books and meditating, "Lately, 
I've been really into meditation. Since 
there's not much peace and serenity 
out there in the city, I try to create a 
calm, serene place in my head." 

Playmate Nice shared that this 
calm, poised demeanor extends to 
the bed room. "For me, making love 
should be romantic and intimate. 
Seduction should be a slow burn. 
Intimate kissing, especially in the neck, 
sends shivers down my spine. If it is up 
to me, I'd set up candles and flowers," 
Miss April explained. 

Some like women naughty, while 
some like them nice. Whatever the 
case, Playmate Nice surely knows 
which buttons to push. Now, proceed 
in gawking over the photos for your 
dose of the naughty side of Nice.O 
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I POSED FOR PLAYBOY SIMPLY BECAUSE I LOVE THE BRAND AND THE LIBERTIES THAT IT REPRESENTS. 


WAY BEFORE PLAYBOY PHILIPPINES STARTED, I'VE BEEN A FAN OF THE MAGAZINE AND PLAYBOY TV. 


I EVEN PLAYED THE PLAYBOY MANSION GAME ON MY OLD PS2I 





















PART Y Jokes y 


/\n American university funded a study to see why the head of a man's 
penis is larger than the shaft. After a year it concluded that the head is 
larger to give the man more pleasure during sex. 

After that study was published, a French school decided to do its own 
study. After three years of research the French concluded that the reason 
why the head is larger than the shaft is to give the woman more pleasure 
during sex. 

Canadians, unsatisfied with these findings, conducted their own study. 
After two weeks they concluded that it is to keep a man's hand from 
flying off and hitting him in the forehead. 

What's a birth control pill? 

The other thing a coed can put in her mouth to keep from getting 
pregnant. 

/\ coed walked into her boyfriend's dorm and caught him in bed with a 
midget. "How could you?" she asked. "You promised you were not going 
to cheat on me anymore." 

"Take it easy," he replied. "Can't you see I'm trying to cut down?" 
^)verheard at a frat party: 

BOYFRIEND: Baby, since I first saw you our freshman year, all I've wanted 
to do is make love to you really badly. 

GIRLFRIEND: Well, last night you succeeded. 

/\ frat boy walked into a bar and said to the bartender, "A glass of your 
finest Less, please." 

"Less?" the bartender said. "Never heard of it. What is it, some kind of 
foreign beer?" 

"I'm not sure," the student replied. "My doctor told me about it. He 
said I should drink Less." 

/\fter repeatedly warding off her date's advances during the evening, a 
pretty coed decided to put her foot down. "See here," she shouted, "this 



is positively the last time I'm going to tell you no." 

"Good," her date said. "Now we can start having some fun." 

It's a known fact that College Republicans have less sex than College 
Democrats. After all, who's ever heard of having a great piece of 
elephant? 

Why are you late?" a professor asked a tardy female student. 

"I didn't have a ride so I had to walk to campus," she replied. 

"Well, that's too bad," said the teacher. 

"Now I'd like you to join our discussion. Can you tell us where the 
Canadian border is?" 

"In bed with my boyfriend," she answered. 

"That's why I didn't have a ride." 

/\ college student who moved back in with his parents for the summer 
nervously walked into the kitchen. "Mom," he said, "I lost a bottle of pills 
that said ECSTACY on the cap. Have you seen anything like that?" 

"Fuck the pills," she answered. "Have you seen the dragon on the 
ceiling?" 

/\ teacher at an all-girls college returned a test on male anatomy on 
which his students have done poorly. "I don't understand why you girls 
can't understand the male sex organ," he said "You've had it pounded 
into you all semester." 

During college orientation the chancellor addressed the incoming 
class. "The girls' dormitory will be off-limits to male students," he said. 
"Anybody caught breaking this rule will be fined $50 for his infraction, 
$100 the second time it happens and $200 if he is caught again." 

A male student stood up and shouted, "How much for a season pass?" 

/\ frat house decided to throw a sleepover party. The girls showed up in 
transparent negligees and the boys all came in their pajamas. 
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PLAYBOY 

INTERVIEW 

By JeffBercovci 
Photography by Marius Bugge 


A candid conversation with the internet 
maverick about his growing Gawker empire, 
the end of privacy and how crowdsourcing 
will cure cancer 


DENTON 



M anti Te'o had a fake girlfriend. 

Rob Ford smoked crack. 

Brett Favre texted photos of 
his junk to a young woman. 
That these and countless 
other onetime secrets are 
now public knowledge is 
thanks to Nick Denton, tne founder and owner 
of a network of news-and-gossip websites 
called Gawker Media. When Denton, a U.K.- 
reared financial journalist, founded it in 2002, 
he was already a successful entrepreneur twice 
over, having started and sold First Tuesday, 
which produced networking parties for young 
professionals in technology and related fields, 
and Moreover Technologies, which automated 
the process of aggregating news headlines for 
websites. The two sates netted around $90 
million. 

Denton's third company started as one site: 
Gawker, a nasty and funny blog about New 
York's cultural and financial elite as viewed by 
the resentful underclass. A sensation from its 
launch, it spawned sister sites covering gadgets 
(Gizmodo), sports (Deadspin), women's issues 
(Jezebel) and other subjects. Operating outside 
the journalistic establishment and its constraints, 
Gawker Media writers were the first to break 
the scandals around Te'o, Ford and Favre. They 
also published the photo that forced "Craigslist 
congressman" Chris Lee to resign and got their 
hands on a prototype of the then top-secret 
iPhone 4—a scoop that drew considerable heat 
from law enforcement and a furious personal 
response from Steve Jobs. 

Despite the hundreds of millions of page views 
these and other stories have yielded—translating 
into an estimated $40 million in annual ad 
revenue—Denton isn't satisfied. Gawker's 
reliance on journalists is, he believes, a fatal 
weakness, one he means to correct with a new 
system called Kinja, which he is currently in the 
process of refining. Part publishing platform, part 
social network, Kinja aims to do nothing less than 
turn Gawker Media's 80 million monthly readers 
into willing accomplices, a virtual nation of gossip 
reporters. In fact, playboy is also an accomplice, 
regularly republishing articles from both the 
magazine and its digital platforms on Kinja. 

To pry secrets out of the man who exposes the 
secrets of others, playboy tapped respected media 
writer Jeff Bercovici. He reports: "When I first 
sat down with Denton, he had some personal 
news he was happy to share: He had just gotten 
engaged to his boyfriend, Derrence Washington, 
a handsome African American actor. The two 
live together in a vast and somewhat severe loft 
apartment in SoHo, where we conducted much 
of this interview (when we weren't eating Thai 
food at a nearby restaurant). A trim 46, Denton 
dresses in casual but stylish clothes of gray and 
black and keeps his salt-and-pepper hair cropped 
short. Feared and reviled by so many, in person 
he is candid and voluble, with no shortage of 
opinions and no fear about betraying his own 
privacy." 
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PLAYBOY: You've said the mission of Gawker is 
to publish the stories that journalists talk about 
with one another in private but never write. 
DENTON: Yeah, the founding myth of Gawker 
happens to be true. I was a journalist at the 
Financial Times. Whenever you work at a 
newspaper, particularly a newspaper with high 
standards, you're struck by the gap between 
the story that appears in the paper the next 
day and what the journalist who wrote that 
story will tell you about it after deadline. The 
version they tell over a drink is much more 
interesting—legally riskier, sometimes more 
trivial, and sometimes it fits less neatly into the 
institution's narrative. Usually it's a lot truer. 

The very fact that a journalist will ask another 
journalist who has a story in the paper, "So 
what really happened?"—now, just think about 
that question. It's a powerful question. It's the 
essence of all meaningful gossip. That's why 
this discussion system, Kinja, is so important. 

It actually allows us to fulfill our original 
objective, which is to treat everybody equally, 
to find interesting stories wherever they are, 
not just if a celebrity is involved. That's not 
economical with paid journalists doing all the 
work. We need reader help. If we're covering 
you, we need your colleagues to rat you out or 
your exes to put in bits and pieces. It has to be 
a collaborative effort. 

PLAYBOY: So Kinja is your bet that in 10 years 
we will all be part of a crowdsourced gossip 
press reporting on one another. 

DENTON: The Panopticon—the prison in 
which everybody is exposed to scrutiny all the 
time. Do you remember the website Fucked 
Company? It was big in about 2000, 2001. 

I was CEO of Moreover Technologies at the 
time. A saleswoman put in an anonymous 
report to the site about my having paid for the 
eye operation of a young male executive I had 
the hots for. The story, like many stories, was 
roughly half true. Yes, there was a young male 
executive. Yes, he did have an eye operation. 

No, it wasn't paid for by me. It was paid for 
by the company's health insurance according 
to normal procedure. And no, I didn't fancy 
him; I detested him. It's such a great example 
of Fucked Company and, by extension, most 
internet discussion systems. There's some real 
truth that gets told that is never of a scale 
to warrant mainstream media attention, and 
there's also no mechanism for fact-checking, 
no mechanism to actually converge on some 
real truth. It's out there. Half of it's right. Half 
of it's wrong. You don't know which half is 
which. What if we could develop a system for 
collaboratively reaching the truth? Sources and 
subjects and writers and editors and readers 
and casual armchair experts asking questions 
and answering them, with follow-ups and 
rebuttals. What if we could actually have a 
journalistic process that didn't require paid 
journalists and tape recorders and the cost of 
a traditional journalistic operation? You could 
actually uncover everything—every abusive 
executive, every corrupt eye operation. 


PLAYBOY: What are the implications for the 
broader society? What does America look like 
from inside the Panopticon? 

DENTON: When people take a look at the 
change in attitudes toward gay rights or 
gay marriage, they talk about the example 
of people who came out, celebrities who 
came out. That has a pretty powerful effect. 

But even more powerful are all the friends 
and relatives, people you know. When it's 
no longer some weird group of faggots on 
Christopher Street but actually people you 
know, that's when attitudes change, and my 
presumption is the internet is going to be a big 
part of that. You're going to be bombarded 
with news you wouldn't necessarily have 
consumed—information, humanity, texture. 

I think Facebook, more than anything else, 
and the internet have been responsible 
for a large part of the liberalization of the 
past five or 10 years when it comes to sex, 
when it comes to drinking. Five years ago 
it was embarrassing when somebody had 
photographs of somebody drunk as a student. 
There was actually a discussion about whether 
a whole generation of kids had damaged their 
career prospects because they put up too much 
information about themselves in social media. 
What actually happened was that institutions 
and organizations changed, and frankly any 
organization that didn't change was going 
to handicap itself because everyone, every 
normal person, gets drunk in college. There 
are stupid pictures or sex pictures of pretty 
much everybody. And if those things are leaked 
or deliberately shared, I think the effect is to 
change the institutions rather than to damage 
the individuals. The internet is a secret-spilling 
machine, and the spilling of secrets has been 
very healthy for a lot of people's lives. 
PLAYBOY: The secret-spilling-machine part 
seems self-evident. As for the liberalizing 
part, there's a lot of data that says essentially 
the more information people have, the more 
entrenched they become in their own views— 
the more they suffer from confirmation bias. 
DENTON: Obviously sometimes you go on 
Facebook and it's totally one-note and there's 
no real discussion or argument. You can 
have a debate on Twitter, but I've never seen 
anyone persuaded there. Twitter is bad for our 
intellectual health. That's something I would 
like to do something about. It would be nice to 
have a civil place for argument. It should be like 
a good seminar—in an English university, where 
people actually disagree, not an American one. 
PLAYBOY: Is it possible you set a lower value 
on privacy than most people do? 

DENTON: I don't think people give a fuck, 
actually. There was a moment when I thought 
some sex pictures of me were about to land. 
Someone claimed to have some and to be 
marketing them. I even thought I knew where 
they'd come from—I'd lost a phone. But it 
turned out to be a hoax. 

PLAYBOY: And you weren't freaked out? 
DENTON: It would have been mortifying, 


but every infringement of privacy is sort of 
liberating. Afterward, you have less to lose; 
you're a freer person. Shouldn't we all want to 
own our own story? 

PLAYBOY: You're more willing than most 
people to organize your life according to 
principle and see how the experiment turns 
out. 

DENTON: You could argue that privacy has 
never really existed. Usually people's friends 
or others in the village had a pretty good 
idea what was going on. You could look at 
this as the resurrection of or a return to the 
essential nature of human existence: We were 
surrounded by obvious scandal throughout 
most of human existence, when everybody 
knew everything. Then there was a brief period 
when people moved to the cities and social 
connections were frayed, and there was a brief 
period of sufficient anonymity to allow for 
transgressive behavior no one ever found out 
about. That brief era is now coming to an end. 
PLAYBOY: That doesn't jibe with your other 
theory about how we'll judge one another 
more kindly when we have no privacy. Human 
history is not a history of tolerance for deviation 
from the norm. 

DENTON: You don't think there was a kind 
of peasant realism? You hear these stories 
about a small town, seemingly conservative, 
and actually there's a surprising amount of 
tolerance. "So-and-so's a good guy. Who cares 
if he's a pig fucker? His wife brought a really 
lovely pie over when Mama was sick." 
PLAYBOY: Do you feel the same about 
the dilution of our privacy rights when 
governments are doing it? 

DENTON: I feel there are certain 
efficiency gains, at least in the merging of 
government databases. But that needs to be 
counterbalanced by a reciprocal openness on 
the part of government. 

PLAYBOY: So you're okay with the NSA 
listening to your phone calls as long as you can 
listen to the NSA's phone calls. 

DENTON: I suppose that would be the extreme 
manifestation. 

PLAYBOY: For someone who is half—jokingly 
referred to as the Dark Lord by employees, 
you're surprisingly optimistic, even utopian, 
about the future. 

DENTON: I am totally earnest. 

PLAYBOY: What do you think about the 
critique that the technology industry does an 
amazing job solving the problems of affluent 
people—especially affluent men in their 20s 
and 30s, who make up most of that industry's 
workforce—and a pretty crappy job of solving 
everybody else's problems? 

DENTON: It's a good point but wrongheaded. 
Look at Steve Jobs. Did he or did he not 
advance human civilization? Was he not an 
agent of progress? He's like one of those 
Victorian figures. That's the tradition he's in. 
How many of those were there in the late 20th 
century? Who was big in the 1980s? It was 
financial engineers, people like John Malone 
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and Barry Diller. Now, through technology, 
there's a new generation of builders. Evan 
Williams of Blogger and Twitter, Larry Page and 
Sergey Brin of Google, Jeff Bezos of Amazon 
and of course Steve Jobs. 

PLAYBOY: Would you say Steve Jobs is one of 
your heroes? 

DENTON: Yeah, absolutely. 

PLAYBOY: And yet you famously antagonized 
him, buying a prototype of an iPhone 4 that 
an Apple engineer had misplaced months 
before it was ready for release, and you 
published pictures and video of it. What exactly 
happened? 

DENTON: We've always advertised our 
willingness to pay for information, which is 
why we were approached when somebody 
picked up an iPhone 4 prototype in a bar. 

We negotiated with the people who had 
the phone. It was a huge break—the first 
time Apple's very controlled rollout had been 
derailed by an accident. I forget how much 
we paid. It was cheap. It was a crazy story. 

Steve Jobs was on the phone to the editor 
of Gizmodo, saying, "Give me my fucking 
phone back." We did two weeks of coverage. 
The journalist who had seen the phone 
and reported the story about Apple's secret 
prototype had his apartment broken into. 
PLAYBOY: Broken into? 

DENTON: By police. It was Apple's pet police 
force, some computer task force in Silicon 
Valley that is notoriously close to the tech 
industry. It was a great story. 

PLAYBOY: Did it bother you, knowing that one 
of your heroes pretty much hated your guts? 
DENTON: He does his job; we do our job. 

His perfect thing requires both excellence in 
engineering and user interface and absolute 
control of the marketing process so that when 
he goes onstage, his product is a surprise. 

And our purpose is at odds with his purpose. 
Our purpose is to get information out quickly 
according to our schedule, not according to his 
schedule. So there's a conflict. It doesn't mean 
we don't respect him. We did respect him. 
PLAYBOY: What do you think of his successor, 
Tim Cook? 

DENTON: He has a hard act to follow. 
PLAYBOY: Your websites have repeatedly 
harped on him for being gay but not publicly 
out. Why? 

DENTON: I mean, it's not as if there's 
anything at all in his public persona or in his 
pronouncements that is necessarily at odds 
with his private homosexuality, but I think it 
would be useful. It would be socially useful for 
the most powerful man in American business to 
be seen and widely known as being gay. People 
would see that if you're gay, you don't have 
to be a fashion designer or a closeted actor. 
There are other courses available for you. Just 
like it's important for women to see successful 
business tycoons who are women or just to see 
a range of options open to them. What about 
me, somebody for whom traditional gay careers 
have no appeal whatsoever? 


PLAYBOY: You managed to make it without 
any gay technology role models. 

DENTON: Yeah, but maybe at a cost of feeling 
I had to make accommodations or choices 
between professional success and personal 
-happiness—forced choices. 

PLAYBOY: So by making it harder for leaders 
to stay in the closet, websites like yours are 
doing good by our gay sons and daughters. 
Once again, you side with the camp that says 
the internet is making our lives better and 
technology is propelling us toward a better 
future. 

DENTON: It's not quite as simple as that. I 
think it will be generally good for the cause of 
social liberalism and recognizing each other's 
flawed but wonderful humanity. You can make 
a strong argument that Tim Berners-Lee and 
the dozen people who were involved at various 
critical stages of the development of the web 
did more good than all the foreign aid workers 
and all the liberal military interventions over 
the past 50 years. Think of a peasant who has 
historically been hoodwinked by middlemen on 
the price of his harvests, and now you're giving 
him the information he needs for a stronger 
negotiating position. Here you have somebody 
playing around with the operating system of 
the information economy. Actually, it's sort of 
accidental; some of the early pioneers didn't 
realize what they were doing, yet it's far more 
meaningful than any deliberate effort to help 
the poor. You could argue that Uber may do 
more for the planet than foreign aid workers 
in Mozambique because at some point some 
version of Uber will allow for more efficient use 
of resources and a better standard of living. 
PLAYBOY: How does a taxi-hailing app help 
humanity? 

DENTON: It's a great example of surge pricing. 
Any economist would tell you surge pricing 
is eminently sensible; if you cap prices, you 
stop a market from working in a way it could 
work. But it offends people's sense of fairness 
because surge pricing basically means we are 
rationing supply of this commodity, transport, 
at peak times to rich people, people who 
can afford it. It takes notional inequality and 
turns it into something concrete—the poor 
person is waiting in the rain for a taxi that 
will never come, and the rich person has a 
black Mercedes come scoop them up. But it's 
inevitable. It will happen everywhere, in every 
market. 

PLAYBOY: How can you be so sure? 

DENTON: Markets are more efficient 
mechanisms for the distribution of services. 

The only thing that happens if you don't have 
surge pricing in a city like New York is that the 
limos and the cars dry up at certain times. Then 
nobody gets anything. And maybe that's the 
point. Maybe the point is that human beings 
are not so much concerned with their well¬ 
being as with their relative position. If they 
can't have access to this thing that's in short 
supply, then they don't want anybody else to 
either. Continued to page 107 









A collection of uncommon knowledge about the most (in)famous magazine in history, 
Obsessively complied, curated and presented by trivia mastermind BEN SCHOTT 


STOCKS AND HAIRS 


-BRAILLE- 

Playboy has been published in braille, at the 
American taxpayers' expense, since 1970. 

In December 1985, the Library of Congress 
removed the title from its roster of 36 braille 
magazines after Congress voted to cut 
$103,000 from the library's annual budget. (It 
is no coincidence that this sum was precisely 
what it cost to produce 1,000 braille copies 
of an annual PLAYBOY subscription.) In 
August 1986, U.S. District Judge Thomas F. 
Hogan ruled this decision violated the First 
Amendment and ordered Braille production to 
resume. The Library of Congress still publishes 
braille versions of PLAYBOY albeit just the text. 

- OED - 

The Oxford English Dictionary quotes PLAYBOY 
to define some 150 terms, including: beer 
goggles, cockmanship, come shot, gazillionaire, 
needledick, orgasm, pointy head, postmodern¬ 
ism, schwag, skeezy and zing. Moreover, the 
dictionary credits PLAYBOY with first publishing 
backassward (1971), base (free-basing cocaine, 
1984) disco (1964), mono-brow (1987), pimp- 
mobile (1971), promo (1966) and snarfle 
(1985). 


-PIERCED NAVELS- 

"I didn't believe in reincarnation until I read 
PLAYBOY. Now I want to come back as a 
staple." -ANONYMOUS 

From PLAYBOY'S first edition, the staples 
puncturing its Centerfolds were almost as 
notorious as the girls. Thus the decision 
in October 1985 to replace stapling with 
"perfect" glue-blinding made headlines: 

"Staple-Free Playboy Bound to Be Better" 
"Playboy Plans No More Punctured Navels" 
"Cheer for the End of Playboy Staples" 

- GONZO - 

Hunter S. Thompson noted the power of even 
a forged PLAYBOY photographer press card: "I 
bought it from a pimp in Vail, Colorado, and he 
told me how to use it. Never mention PLAYBOY 
until you're sure they've seen them notice it, 
that's the time to strike. They'll go belly -up 
every time. This thing is magic, I tell you. Pure 
magic.' " 


- PL*YB*Y & PLAYBORE - 

Like many global brands, PLAYBOY has enjoyed 
its share of parody. In 1966 the Harvard 
Lampoon published a spoof entitled PL*YB*Y. 
Printed with assistance from Hugh Hefner, the 
magazine featured a "J*m*s B*nd" satire, the 
parodic comic strip "Little Orphan Bosom" and 
a Centerfold whose tan was inverted, giving 
her milky white skin and dark, bronzed breasts. 



According to the college paper The Harvard 
Crimson, 545,000 copies of PL*YB*Y (priced at 
$1.25 each) sold out within two weeks. 
Seventeen years later, the American parody and 
Travesty Corporation published Playbore, hoping 
to sell a million copies at $2.95 a pop. Playbore 
featured an exclusive interview with Jesus 
Christ, a John Updike spoof ("Rabbit Is Dead") 
and a girls of the PLO pictorial. 

- SEMINARY BOOST - 

In January 1972, the Reverend Joseph Lupo 
sought new recruits for the Roman Catholic 
Order of the Most Holy Trinity by advertising in 
the East Coast edition of PLAYBOY. Despite crit¬ 
icism damning this decision as "one of the most 
disgraceful acts of any member of the church in 
this century," the order accepted 28 young men 
for "testing and processing." As Father Lupo 
told the The New York Times, "I do not feel 
that Christ's message is out of place anywhere." 



When Playboy Enterprises, Inc. went public 
in 1971, its share certificate featured a nude 
image of a reclining Willy Rey, that year's Miss 
February. The Playmate was to have appeared 
bare breasted until concerns from financiers 
resulted in the strategic placement of her long 
auburn locks. By the time Playboy redesigned its 
certificate in 1990, an estimated 14,000 people 
held just a single share- apparently more than 
six times the norm for companies of equivalent 
size. This enthusiasm for owning "novelty" 
shares was reported to cost Playboy some $100,000 a year in investor relations and postage. 
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PLAY-BOY 


-OPINION POLLS- 

Some gems from past playboy surveys 


NOTABLE QUOTES 



In its earliest incarnation, play-boy was a 
theater term for boy actors who took female 
roles before women were accepted onstage, 
(Above, Gwyneth Paltrow as a play-boy in 
Shakespeare in Love, 1998). In 1612, Ben 
Jonson wrote, "The rogue player that acts 
Cupid, is got so hoarse, your majesty cannot 
hear him." Our modern use "playboy"- a 
wealthy, hedonistic bachelor- derives from Irish 
English, The word was made famous by the 
Irish playwright J.M. Synge, whose tragicomedy 
The Playboy of the Western World caused 
outrage when it premiered in Dublin in 1907 
(and in New York in 1911). The play itself is 
far from glamorous. The "playboy" is a poor 
farmer who, claiming to have killed his father, 
charms the women of a small tow. And the 
"western world" refers simply to the western 
countries of Ireland. Yet a gilded concept of the 
playboy endures to this day, and the title has 
been bestowed on a range of men, including 
Porfirio Rubirosa, tapo Elkann, Warren Beatty, 
Stavros Niarchos III, Silvio Berlusconi, Jack 
Nicholson, Prince Azim, Aider von Thurn and 
taxis, Paris Latsis, Al-Saadi Gaddafi, Kim Dotcom 
and Sean Parker. 


1970 ■ HAVE NEVER HAD PREMARITAL SEX 
BEFORE THE AGE OF 21 (college: students) 


<S 


<3 



I 974 - HAVE HAD A HUMAN-ANIMAL 


SEXUAL EXPERIENCE (post-adolescents) 



4.9% 



1983 ■ MASTURBATE SOMETIMES 



1983 ' THINK BREAST SIZE 1$ 
IMPORTANT TO A WOMANS SEXINESS 



1995 ■ CONSIDER THEMSELVES POLITICALLY 
CORRECT (college students) 



1998 ■ NEVER REACH ORGASM DURING 
INTERCOURSE (college students) 



2005 * VIEW INFIDELITY AS A SIN 



2005 - HAVE NEVER CHEATED SEXUALLY 



"Show me any guy, of any age, anywhere 
in the world, at any time in history, today or 
tomorrow, that wouldn't give his left nut to be 
Hugh Hefner" - GENE SIMMONS 

"As soon as I pop this thing out, I want to do 
PLAYBOY." KIM KARDASHIAN, while pregnant 

"Beyond the incalculable public service 
PLAYBOY performed by printing pictures 
of attractive naked women was the way it 
offered a whole attendant lifestyle. It was like 
a monthly manual telling how to play the stock 
market and buy a hi-fi and mix sophisticated 
cocktails and intoxicate women with your wit 
and sense of style. " BILL BRYSON, The Lost 
Continent 

"To tell the truth, l never read anything in 
PLAYBOY. I just look at the naked women."- 
RED SMITH, sportswriter 


(Marilyn Sheppard called her husband, Dr. Sam 
Sheppard, "the playboy of the western world" 
before her murder in 1954. Dr. Sheppard's 
controversial conviction for this crime may have 
in part inspired the TV series and movie The 
Fugitive.) 



2011- MASTURBATE TO ONLINE PORN 



GANG BANGERS 


"One of the best interviews ever done of me 
was published in PLAYBOY.. .Really, you can 
read PLAYBOY for the articles." - KATHLEEN 
TURNER, Send Yourself Roses 

"PLAYBOY Centerfolds are an American 
trophy. The nation's hood ornament, from the 
limo of state. Every boy has passed under the 
shadow of those perfect breasts on the way to 
adulthood." -A.A. GILL, To America With Love 


The government's 2011 National Gang Threat Assessment Listed seven gangs that use " Playboy" 
in their name: Southside Playboys (California), Playboys (Colorado), Playboy Crew (Florida), Playboy 
and Playboy Gangsters (Missouri), Playboy Gangster and Playboys 13 (Washington). Over the years, 
a host of other gangs have appropriated Playboy's name and branding, including: 


Las Vegas.PLAYBOY BLOODS.wear red and black colors and the Rabbit head logo 

Chicago..PEOPLE NATION......wear the Rabbit head logo with both ears erect 

Chicago. folk nation . wear the Rabbit Head logo with left ear cocked 

Chicago.ALMIGHTY VICE LORD NATION ..have worn the Rabbit Head logo since the early 1960s 

Florida...DIXIE PLAYBOYS.a 1980s home-robbery gang that wore the Rabbit Head logo 

Los Angeles . PLAYBOY GANGSTER CRIPS* a crack-dealing gang that used the Rabbit Head logo 


"PLAYBOY legitimized looking at naked 
women."- BRUCE FE1RSTEIN, writer 

" I have not only been reading it but suggesting 
it to my clients."- DR, RUTH WESTHEIMER 

"There are no old men anymore. PLAYBOY and 
Penthouse have between them made an ideal 
of eternal adolescence, sunburnt and saunaed, 
with the gray dorianed out of it," - PETER 

USTINOV 


* In 1987 the L.A. city attorney made history by filing a civil injunction against this "unincorporated 
association ." 


"Some men read PLAYBOY I read annual 
reports." - WARREN BUFFET 


PLAYBOY 2014 / APRIL 75 




























A CENTERFOLD MISCELLANY OF HAIR COLOR, COVER MODEL AND CONTENT 
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THE PLAYBOY LOGO - HISTORY AND HIDE & SEEK 


HEFFBI 


Alongside Nike's swoosh, Coke's dynamic curve and Apple's bitten apple, PLAYBOY'S bow-tied 
Rabbit Head is one of the most recognized logos in the world. (Even in 1959, the USPS delivered 
to the Playboy offices an envelope bearing no address other than the Rabbit Head silhouette.) The 
logo was designed in 1953 by PLAYBOY'S legendary art director Art Paul; it took him less than an 
hour. Since then the rabbit has adorned a diverse panoply of items- from perfume and alarm clocks 
to lingerie and bottle openers. The Rabbit has also appeared in some form on the cover of every 
issue of PLAYBOY magazine, apart from the first. In the early years he was often featured as a char¬ 
acter in his own right- watching a show, popping champagne, lounging poolside. But as the cover 
girls gained confidence and prominence, the Rabbit receded into the shadows. Soon, a splendidly 
curious game developed between the magazine's designers, who secreted the Rabbit Head log 
somewhere on the cover, and the readers, who were challenged to find it. Below are some of the 
more ingenious places the Rabbit has hidden on PLAYBOY covers through the decades: 



August 1969 

The young and the freckles 



July 1983 
Wood you knot? 




August 1989 
Hare-raising prices 


September 1973 
Strap it on 


The FBI was tasked with investigating PLAYBOY 
and Hugh Hefner, according to records 
published in 2000. Bureau director J. Edgar 
Hoover first became concerned about the 
magazine in 1955 when it ran a science- fiction 
love story featuring space- exploring G-men. 
Then Hoover's ire was roused in February 1963 
when Hef declared in an editorial that "J. Edgar 
has always been something of a nut on the 
subject of sex" and questioned why the FBI was 
more interested in censorship than the nation's 
crime syndicated' Hoover demanded, " What 
do we know of H.M. Hefner?" - a question 
that led to more than 200 pages of FBI reports 
during the 1960s. 

- HARE FORCE ONE - 



Hef took delivery of his jet in 1969 and sold it 
in 1975. Below are some specs: 


TYPE.McDonnell Douglas DC-9-32 

REGISTRATION.N950PB 

NICKNAMES.Big Bunny, Hare Force One 

DIMENSIONS.119.3' (length), 93.4'(span) 

CAPACITY.six crew, 38 passengers 




July 1974 
Bendy Straw 


April 2006 
Buckle up 




May 1979 
Lips incorporated 


March 2011 
Thigh spy 


Hef's quarters were accessed by a private 
staircase and featured a king-size elliptical water 
bed finished in silk and Tasmanian possum fur. 
The three fully trained stewardess-models were 
known as "Jet Bunnies." 

- STAG PARTY - 

The Publication you are currently reading was 
to have been called Stag Party, until lawyers 
representing a men's adventure magazine 
called Stag threatened to sue. A range of other 
titles were considered (including Bachelor, 
Gentleman, Pan, Satyrs, Sir and Top Hat) before 
PLAYBOY was born. 


BEN SCHOTT is the author, most recently, of 
Schottenfreude: German Words for the Human 
Condition (Blue Rider Press); his website is 
benschott.com. 
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not fuck this up. After that, my goal was to get Will to bust up. 
Will's so tough, man. He really holds it together. But we had this 
scene where he's pleading with me, and I raised my voice with so 
much volume and conviction, the corner of his mouth started to 
curl up—just a -little, but enough to feel like maybe I can hang 


HE WAS BOSSED AROUND BY TINA 
FEY, PLAYED CYCLOPS INX-MEN 
AND NOW MEETS HIS -TOUGHEST 
FOE: THE WORLD'S -FUNNIEST 
ANCHORMAN 


BY DAVID HOCHMAN 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY GAVIN BOND 


Q2 

PLAYBOY: Were you the quote-spouting -movie nerd 
on set? ■ 

MARSDEN: Ha! "I'm in a glass case of emotion!" Love 
that one. What's weird is, Steve Carell and Will would 
sit there and say, "Didn't this happen in the original? 
Didn't you say this?" They couldn't -remember their 
own movie. I kept thinking, How can they not know 
every line from one of the greatest comedies of our 
time? 


f Q3 

PLAYBOY: How hard is it to keep a straight face when 
you're staring across at Ron's -mustache? 

MARSDEN: My primary thought was always, Do 


PLAYBOY: You've had a busy year, with parts on 
30 Rock and in 2 Guns, Lee Daniels'The Butler and 
now -Anchorman 2: The Legend Continues. Are you 
allowed to 
pick favorites? 

MARSDEN: X-Men fans may be let down, but 
Anchorman 2 is the first movie in my career I've 
wanted to see after I finished it. I tested for the role of 
Brian Fantana in the original and was bummed I didn't 
get cast. In this one I play Will Ferrell's nemesis, a rival 
anchor named Jack Lime. It's 1980, at the start of the 
24-hour-news era, and Ron Burgundy is moving from 
San -Diego to New York. I'm an obsessed Anchorman 
fan. 


PLAYBOY: You grew up around -Oklahoma City. Your father is a 
food scientist at Kansas State University and your mother works """ 
in the food service industry. Were you starstruck when you first 
got into the business? 

MARSDEN: The first time I met a -celebrity I was 16. We were on 
vacation in Hawaii, staying at the lame hotel as Kirk Cameron's 
family. He wasn't there, but hjrsisters were. Candace was on Full 
House. They were flirty, ancpwe hung out by the pool the whole 
trip. They invited me to Los Angeles, and I flew out to see a 
taping of Growing Pains and Full House. 

Q5 

PLAYBOY: Was jfia t how you made your Ho+fywdod 
connections?/JT 

MARSDEN: Npt really, but I did meet the direct coach-ixom 




Growing Pains, who introduced me to Leonardo 
-DiCaprio. Leo was on the show's final season. 

A few years later, after I'd moved to L.A., I 
played two-on-two basketball at the Oakwood 
Apartments, and one day we needed a guy, so 
I called Leo to play. He said sure. It was just as 
his career was taking off. But that wasn't my 
favorite celebrity encounter from those days. 

Q6 

PLAYBOY: What was better? 

MARSDEN: There's a place where you can ride 
horses under the Hollywood sign and then go 
to a Mexican restaurant. Everyone gets drunk 
on tequila and rides the horses back. Great 
idea, right? Anyway, Fabio was on the ride with 
us, and I remember thinking, This town is so 
fucking awesome. 

Q7 

PLAYBOY: Who were your heroes growing up? 
MARSDEN: Han Solo and Indiana Jones. I was a 
big Harrison Ford fan. 

Q8 

PLAYBOY: Did you ever meet him? 

MARSDEN: I did the last season of Ally McBeal, 
and it was right when Harrison was starting to 
date Calista Flockhart. I had become friends 
with her, and one night she said, "Come to 
dinner with me and Harrison." I'm like, "Me, 
you and him?" It turned out to be a small 
group of us, thankfully, but I ended up as 
her wingman. We had dinner someplace in 
Brentwood and then went back to his house. 

He put music on and made everybody drinks. 

He was giggly and goofy around her but pretty 
aloof with the rest of us. I kept thinking we 
should leave the two of them alone, but Calista 
was like, "Don't leave, don't leave, don't leave." 
I'm making him sound like a rapist, but he was 
very hospitable. She 

was just really nervous. Anyway, we had more 
drinks, he played more music, and then at some 
point he gave me a look that said, "Okay, you've 
got to get the fuck out of here." 

Q9 

PLAYBOY: A blogger once dubbed you "the 
most screwed-over man in the history of movies" 
because every woman ends up cheating on you. 
Jean Grey kisses Wolverine in the X-Men movies, 
Lois Lane is hot for Superman in Superman 
Returns, and on and on. What's up with that? 
MARSDEN: It's not by design. I guess I just have a 
look that says "third wheel." I have a long history 
of weird relationships onscreen. I once date- 
raped Mayim Bialik on a very special episode of 
Blossom. 

Q10 

PLAYBOY: How is your luck with women 
offscreen? 

MARSDEN: Hit and miss. When I moved to L.A. 
the women were so aggressive and liberated it 
almost scared me. But I was also like, Bring it on. 

I dated for a bit, but then shortly after I turned 20 


I met a woman and got married. Now I'm single 
with three kids. People try to set me up, but it 
feels strange to go on a date. I guess at some 
point I'll just have to nut up. 

Q11 

PLAYBOY: Is there anything to the rumor that 
you're the father of January Jones's baby? 
MARSDEN: There's so much stupid talk out there. 

I think that came from somebody thinking we 
were both in X-Men so it must be true. Every 
time I see January, she's like, "Hey, father of my 
baby." 

Q12 

PLAYBOY: You and Halle Berry were recently 
spotted together on a plane to Montreal. Does 
this mean you'll be back as Cyclops in X-Men: 
Days of Future Past? 

MARSDEN: People get so excited about the 
convergence of the two casts and all the 
possibilities. But what it means is Halle and I were 
on a plane together, which has happened a few 
times, actually. The first time we flew together 
she was eating out of a huge bag from Burger 
King. I just sat there watching, thinking, I love 
you, Halle Berry. 

Q13 

PLAYBOY: What future would you like to see for 
Cyclops? 

MARSDEN: Cyclops is a tricky character because 
his power is so weird. I mean, putting his finger 
to his ear? It's not all that spectacular. There's not 
a lot of action to that. I was able to do a minor 
fight scene in the second X-Men, which was cool. 
But fans still come up and say, "Cyclops kind of 
got shat on." I agree. The character is a little bit 
of a stiff Boy Scout. 

Q14 

PLAYBOY: Did you get to keep the visor? 
MARSDEN: They were nice enough to give me 
one. I think about wearing it every Halloween, 
but I'm too scared somebody will grab it and run 
away with it. It's very delicate. Stan Lee also gave 
me something cool—an old Cyclops shampoo 
bottle that was a merchandising thing from the 
1960s or 1970s. 

Q15 

PLAYBOY: What's it like making chick flicks? 
MARSDEN: What's funny is guys coming up 
going, "Hey, man, you're in my favorite movie of 
all time." I'm thinking X-Men or whatever, and 
they're like, "The Notebook. I was bawling at 
the end." Like dude dudes, you know? Good for 
you, man! That's great. 

Q16 

PLAYBOY: Was it awkward having sex in a 
bathroom with Kirsten Dunst in Bachelorette? 
MARSDEN: People think, Oh my God, that 
must have been so great. I just find sex scenes 
uncomfortable. I've done scenes with women 
who were topless, and you're hyperaware of not 
staring at their chests. You're never thinking, 


Wow, this is really exciting. You just think, Wow, 
how can I reassure this actress I'm not a total 
perv? 

Q17 

PLAYBOY: You've made three movies with Frank 
Langella, who has been called Hollywood's 
bitchiest man. True? 

MARSDEN: I love Frank, but he has a dirty joke 
he tells over and over, and he's going to hate me 
for sharing it: A guy walks into a patent office 
and says, "I've got an invention." The clerk says, 
"What is it?" The guy says, "It's an apple. Take a 
bite." The clerk takes a bite and says, "It tastes 
like a banana." "Turn it around," the guy says. 
The clerk turns it around and takes another bite. 
"That tastes like a peach." "Turn it around." "It 
tastes like strawberries." "It's every fruit you can 
imagine in one fruit," the guy says. The clerk 
goes, "This is ridiculous. People like their fruits 
with different flavors, different textures." The 
guy's upset because he worked so hard on it. The 
clerk leans over and whispers, "Can you make it 
taste like pussy?" The guy smiles and goes away. 
Six months later, he's back with the apple. The 
clerk takes a bite and spits it out. "This tastes like 
shit!" he says. The guy says, "Turn it around." 
Sorry, Frank. 

Q18 

PLAYBOY: Any life lessons from playing Tina Fey's 
dopey stay-at-home husband, Criss Chros, on 30 
Rock? 

MARSDEN: I just let her be the man in the 
relationship. Sometimes you have to let the 
woman be the guy, and Liz Lemon makes that 
easy. 

Q19 

PLAYBOY: What would you do if you didn't have 
to work? 

MARSDEN: Probably play fantasy football. It's 
the most ridiculous waste of time ever invented. 
When I was growing up in Oklahoma, everybody 
was big into sports, but I couldn't give two shits 
about it. I didn't really have a football team; I did 
theater. Then two years ago my buddies needed 
an extra guy, and I wasn't doing anything. I 
drafted a lineup and started winning. Now it's 
like managing a small company. This year I'd like 
all running backs: Adrian Peterson, Doug Martin, 
Arian Foster, Marshawn Lynch. I sound like the 
biggest fucking loser in the world right now. 

Q20 

PLAYBOY: Your dad's a well-known authority on 
meat safety. Would you care to share some public 
service tips? 

MARSDEN: I would be more wary about 
eating undercooked burgers than eating an 
undercooked steak. With steak there's bacteria 
on the outside but not on the inside. When you 
take that raw piece of meat and grind it up, 
bacteria move to the middle. Readers, if you get 
anything from this interview, it's this: Order your 
burgers -medium-well. 

El 
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ASIAN BEAUTY 



We were basking under the glorious sun, waiting for the perfect idea on how to proceed with Michelle 
Montoya’s pictorial. As we scanned the beautiful beachfront ofLobo, Batangas, with its verdant nooks and 
sapphire, French Riviera-esque frontier, Michelle slumped on the beach, laying her unclothed, lissome body 
over an idle reflector. The search for the perfect setting screeched to a halt. Why overcomplicate things when 
the perfect view is already sprawled in front of us? 



WORDS BY ROBERT SORIANO / PHOTOGRAPHY BY OWEN REYES / HAIR 8 MAKE-UP BY LEI PONCE / STYLED BY LIA CONTRERAS 
SHOT ON LOCATION AT LOBO. BATANGAS 












ough Asian Beauty 
'Michelle Montoya is a 
freelance model and a TV 
talent for a local TV station, 
we were quite surprised with how she 
handled her first nude pictorial. Brazen 
and confident, she deftly played up 
her exotic Filipina visage and color in 
working our lenses. "I just enjoyed 
myself during the shoot. I really didn't 
want to overthink it and I just focused 
on working with the photographer. 
Since this shoot is for PLAYBOY, I kind 
of prepared myself and I knew what to 
expect," she knowingly grinned. 

Much like how we serendipitously 
found our location, Michelle's modeling 
career started out through a most 
unlikely scenario. "I never really 
planned to be a model. I only sent in 
an application to the modeling agency 
that my ex-boyfriend was in because I 
wanted to investigate if he really was 
cheating on me," she laughed. "Since 
I started modeling, he stopped going 
there. And I think we all know why." 

Aside from being a freelance model, 
this Asian Beauty is also a ground staff 
representative in a local airline. Soon, 
she plans to become a flight attendant. 
"People I know always urge me to 
apply as a flight attendant. Though, I 
have plans leading up to that, I don't 
think that I'm ready for that yet." Who 
knows? Maybe her next serendipitous 
encounter as a flight attendant might 
involve you. Q 










"I NEVER REALLY PLANNED TO BE A MODEL. 

I ONLY SENT IN AN APPLICATION TO THE 
MODELING AGENCY THAT MY EX-BOYFRIEND 
WAS IN BECAUSE I WANTED TO INVESTIGATE 
IF HE REALLY WAS CHEATING ON ME." 






























"I JUST ENJOYED MYSELF DURING THE SHOOT. I 
REALLY DIDN'T WANT TO OVERTHINK IT AND I JUST 
FOCUSED ON WORKING WITH THE PHOTOGRAPHER. 
SINCE THIS SHOOT IS FOR PLAYBOY. I KIND OF 
PREPARED MYSELF AND I KNEW WHAT TO EXPECT." 
















PRESENTING 

f The ^ 
BEST BOOZE 
IN THE WORLD 
AND HOW TO 
V DRINK IT / 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY TRAVIS RATHBONE 
ILLUSTRATION BY ROBERT HARKNESS 
PROP STYLING BY SARAH GUIDO FOR HALLEY 


WE’RE LIVING IN THE GOLDEN AGE OF SPIRITS, BUT WITH SO MANY 
EXCEPTIONAL BOTTLES OUT THERE, IT CAN BE A LITTLE OVERWHELMING. 

TO MAKE IT EASIER, WE SURVEY THE BEST BOTTLES IN THE HOTTEST 
STYLES-AND ENLIST NEW YORK’S COOLEST BARTENDER, THOMAS WAUGH, 
TO SHOW YOU ELEVATED WAYS OF MIXING, MUDDLING AND SIPPING 
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THE OTHER WHITE SPIRIT 
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BEST BOTTLES 



SPANISH G&T 

If Spain has a national cocktail, the gin and tonic it is. Restaurants 
there routinely keep multiple brands of tonic water and gin on hand, 
and garnish and flavor their G&T's with way more than a lime peel. 
Here's Waugh's version of a Spanish G&T. Many of the botanicals 
typically used in the spirit's distillation make an appearance in the 
glass, further flavoring the drink. 

iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii 


NGREDIENTS 

1 lime wedge 
1 Yz oz. New York 
Distilling Com¬ 
pany's Perry Tot Navy 
Strength gin 

4 oz. Fever-Tree of Q 
tonic water 

5 juniper berries 
5 coriander seeds 
3 cardamom pods 
1 star anise pod 

1 horse's neck lime 
peel (see below) 

1 cinnamon stick 


DIRECTIONS 

Squeeze lime wedge 
into frozen 15-ounce 
brandy snifter and 
drop it in. Add gin 
and tonic water, 
then ice. Add the 
spices and botanicals 
to the glass and stir. 
Garnish with lime 
peel and cinnamon 
stick. 

(Notice we use 
only one and a half 
ounces of spirit. 
That's because it's 


navy-strength gin, 
which is typically 
114 proof. The de¬ 
clared reason for its 
potency comes from 
the days when it 
was supplied to the 
British Royal Navy. If 
a barrel of the liquid 
accidentally burst 
open and soaked the 
fleet's gun powder, 
that is the proof at 
which the powder 
could still ignite.) 


B 
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BEEFEATER 
LONDON 
DRY GIN 
($23) 

The right amount 
of juniper flavors 
at just the right 
price, it combines 
wonderfully with 
tonic. 



3 TANQUERAY 
MALACCA 
JW I GIN ($33) 

1 A limited-release gin 
with a cult following. 
Slightly sweet, citrusy 
and super smooth, it 
makes a kinder, gentler 
martini. 


PLYMOUTH 
GIN ($32) 

\ With bold juniper 
flavors and a dry 
profile, this is a 
I favorite of serious 
bartenders. Use 
in pre-Prohibition 
cocktails. 


PERRY’S 
TOT NAVY 
STRENGTH 
GIN ($38) 

Even though it's 
114 proof, this 
gin is incredibly 
rich and smooth, 
with intense 
botanical aromas. 
Pour lightly. 



1 


A 




BOLS 

GENEVER 

($37) 

The Dutch 
invented gin, and 
their style is more 
full-bodied, fruity 
and peppery. 
Enjoy ice-cold 
and straight-up. 


THOMAS 

WAUGH 

Our Bartender ftor 
Tfi'is Bu-e 


TO HELP US NAVIGATE 

The oceans of top-shelf 
liquor available to the 
modern drinker, we 
enlisted Thomas Waugh 
to dispense advice, share 
recipes and teach us a 
trick or two. Waugh has 
tended bar at legendary 
watering holes Alembic in 
San Francisco and Death 
& Co. in New York City. 
He now runs the bars for 
Major Food Groups, the 
company behind New 
York's Carbone, Torrisi 
Italian Specialties and ZZ's 
Clam Bar. 


WAUGH SAYS: 

“Use oversize glass¬ 
ware for a G&T, big 
enough that you can 
get your nose down 
into the glass and 
pick up all the sub¬ 
tleties, not just of the 
gin but of the tonic 
as well. A double 
old-fashioned glass, 
a stemless wineglass 
or a brandy snifter 
will do the trick. ” 


THE PEEL SESSIONS 

The most dramatic and zesty garnish for a gin and tonic is 
one long ribbon of citrus peel, known as “horse’s neck.” Using 
a sharp paring knife or potato peeler, slowly and carefully 
remove the peel from a lime in a single spiraling motion. 
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THE TIKI TAKE OVER 
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BEST BOTTLES 




RON DEL 

BARRILITO THREE 
STAR ($32) 

Fruity, woody and 
delicious. One of the 
best Puerto Rican rums 
out there. Use it to 
upgrade your rum and 
Coke. 

APPLETON ESTATE 
V/X ($22) 

This Jamaican Rum is 
funky in a good way. 
Perfect for a modern 
take on a mai tai or 
any of the other classic 
tiki cocktails. 


RHUM J.M VSOP 
($56) 

Fermented sugarcane 
juice gives this agricole 
rum from Martinique 
its unique, intense 
flavor. 


RENEGADE RUM 
COMPANY 1995 
PANAMA ($99) 

Scottish bottler 
Murray McDavid ages 
Caribbean rum in oak 
barrels. The result can 
compete with fine 
bourbon and scotch. 


CANA BRAVA 
($28) 

From the 86 Co., 
a liquor company 
started by bartenders 
for bartenders, this 
is the ideal white 
rum to keep on hand 
for daiquiris (of the 
Hemingway, not the 
cruise ship, variety, of 
course). 


WAUGH SAYS 

“Ditch your blender for the best-tasting tiki drinks. Shake your 
ingredients in a cocktail shaker and pour them over ice that you’ve 
smashed with a mallet in a clean ziplock bag. The flavors will really 

come through.” 



COCONUT 

When Thomas Waugh makes this 
tiki-inspired cocktail at ZZ's Clam Bar 
in New York City, it turns heads. The 
blowtorch he uses to ignite the cin¬ 
namon stick has a lot to do with it, but 
the intoxicating aroma of the cinna¬ 
mon smoke is just as attention-getting. 

There aren't many drinks you can 
almost taste before sipping, but this is 
one of them. 


INGREDIENTS 

1 coconut 

1 V 2 oz. honey syrup 
(see directions) 

2oz. Angostura 1824 
rum 

V 2 oz. canned 
unsweetened coconut 
milk 

V 2 oz. Coco Lopez 
cream of coconut 
V 2 oz. fresh lime juice 
1 dash Angostura 
bitters 

1 cinnamon stick 


DIRECTIONS 

Drill two holes in 
top of coconut so a 
cinnamon stick and 
straw can fit in them. 

Make honey syrup 
by combining two 
cups honey with one 
cup boiling water. Let 
cool. 

Pour liquid 
ingredients over ice 
into a shaker and 
shake well. Strain 
and funnel into the 


prepared coconut. 

Fill a medium-size 
bowl with crushed 
ice to use as base to 
prop up the coconut. 
(Waugh uses banana 
leaves as well.) With 
a torch or lighter, 
ignite the tip of the 
cinnamon stick until it 
burns and releases its 
aromatic smoke. 



CARDAMOM 

Why use just one spirit when you can 
use three? In this drink from ZZ's Clam 
Bar, rum adds depth of flavor, gin 
adds bite, and chartreuse gives it an 
herbaceous quality. But the essential 
ingredient is the cardamom tincture 
that adds a whole other dimension of 
exotic flavor. Use the leftover tincture 
to flavor other simple cocktails such as 
a gin and tonic or a tom collins. 


INGREDIENTS 

2 dashes cardamom 
tincture (see direc¬ 
tions) 

V 2 oz vanilla syrup (see 
directions) 

2 oz. Plymouth gin 
3 A oz. fresh lime juice 
V 2 oz. green Char¬ 
treuse (regular or VEP) 
1 tsp. rhum agricole 


DIRECTIONS 

First make carda¬ 
mom tincture: Smash 
15 green cardamom 
pods with a mortar 
and pestle. Put in 
a plastic container 
with 10 ounces of 
151-proof neutral- 
grain spirit. Let sit for 
24 hours and strain 
the liquid through a 
coffee filter. 

Make vanilla syrup 
by combining one 


split vanilla bean 
with two cups water 
and two cups white 
sugar in a pot. Simmer 
over medium heat 
stirring occasionally 
until sugar dissolves. 
Remove vanilla bean. 
Let cool. 

Pour all ingredients 
into a cocktail shaker 
with ice, and shake 
well. Strain over 
crushed ice into your 
favorite tiki mug. 


BURN, 

BABY, 

BURN 

Don’t bother 
trying to ignite 
the cinnamon 
stick garnish 
on the coconut 
cocktail with 
a match: It’s 
never going 
to happen. A 
lighter can 
work, but for 
maximum 
smoke in mini¬ 
mal time, get 
a butane torch 
and blast the 
end of the stick 
until it ignites. 

Blow it out 
and inhale the 
sweet perfume. 
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LIQUID GOLD ASSETS 
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ICE, MAN 

To make perfect cubes 
of ice, freeze water in a 
loaf pan. Remove block 
from pan and place 
on a damp cloth. With 
a saw, score block at 
two-inch intervals and 
chisel into slabs. Score 
slabs every two inches, 
then chisel off cubes. 


J 



STAGG JR. ($50) 

This limited release 
has complex smoky, 
clovy, spicy flavors. 
At 134 proof, it can 
take a splash of 
water. 

KNOB CREEK 
SINGLE BARREL 
RESERVE ($40) 

Vanilla, spice and 
toffee come through 
in this affordable 
nine-year-old 
bourbon. 


PAPPY VAN 
WINKLE’S 15 
YEAR OLD ($900) 

If you're lucky 
enough to find a 
bottle of this rare 
benchmark bourbon, 
snap it up and sell 
it for a steep profit 
down the road. 

JEFFERSON’S 
RESERVE ($50) 

Okay with 
butterscotch notes, 
this small-batch 


bourbon is perfectly 
balanced. 

MAKER’S 46 ($36) 

This follow-up to 
a crowd-pleasing 
Maker's Mark has 
even more of the 
characteristics 
people love: more 
caramel, more spice, 
more smoke. 




WAUGH SAYS 

“Don’t mess up your perfectly aged bourbon with 
less than perfect ice. Even if you don’t hand-carve 
your cubes, be sure to use the best water you can 
get your hands on. Use filtered tap or bottled water 
to avoid off flavors. 
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T here's some think she's my daughter 
or I'm her pimp, but neither is true. 
We got married last summer in Las 
Vegas at a drive-through chapel that 
I rented a convertible for, thinking it 
would make the event a glamorous 
memory, but mainly it turned out hot 
and dusty. Worse, she burned the back 
of her legs on the vinyl seat so bad she 
threatened to divorce me on the spot. 

If she left me, I think I'd miss her anger 
the most. It's a kind of attention and I've 
attached myself to the habit of having it 
around. 

She's a freckle-faced woman with a wispy- 
type mustache that you can't hardly see. 

Last night she had a dream I said something 
unkind to her and she's been mad all day, 
won't even talk to me. One thing she don't 
get mad about is how I treat her. I've been 
married four times, and I know what women 
want—they want to think their hair looks 
good, their behind isn't big and their shoes 
are cute. 

A week ago I got the idea of going back 
to Kentucky for the first time in 30 years, 
coming home in style with a new truck and a 
new wife and enough money to buy a piece 
of land. We drove two days and stopped at 
a roadhouse just over the -county line. They 
didn't used to have bars here. Every few years 
the bootleggers and the preachers got in 
cahoots to keep liquor out, but the wet vote 
finally won. This joint had a jukebox, a pool 
table and a sink in the men's room patched 
with driveway caulk. I wanted to find out if 
my family name was still as bad as when I 
took off. There's a gob of us Tollivers, good 
ones, bad ones and married-in ones. My 
branch was the worst. 

My wife was still stubbed up over her 
bad dream and wouldn't talk to me. I joined 
a Melungeon-looking man sitting alone, 
his hand pressed to the jukebox. He just 
smiled and nodded with his mouth clamped 
like somebody bored at church. I thought 
maybe he didn't care for strangers, but the 
bar-tender said the man was deaf and liked 
to feel the vibrations. I played songs with 
a heavy bass beat and put my hand on the 
-other end of the jukebox. We sat there 
looking at each other and I thought about 
the advantages of being deaf. For one thing I 
wouldn't have to listen to my wife not talking 
to me. Her silence was loud as a bowling 
alley. 

I ordered another bourbon and attempted 
conversation with the bartender, a big man 
wearing a T-shirt with a pocket puffed out 
from a can of dip. He moved to the far end 
of the bar to watch reality on TV. Me, I like 
my reality out in the world, but I kept that to 
myself. I tried talking to my wife, but she'd 
drawed back into herself. She is younger 
than me and wears halter tops with tattoos 
poking out of the cloth part. She's got a 
wild streak that every fool before me tried to 


tamp down, but I don't believe in that sort of 
thing. She has a right to live how she pleases. 
Out in El Paso one time she took her clothes 
off and went swimming at a backyard pool 
party. I'm pretty sure some cowboys wanted 
to put the blocks to her but were too scared 
to try it. They knew I went about armed with 
a snub-nose .38, nothing fancy, a gun you 
could find at any swap meet. 

An older couple came through the door. 
The man wore a feed-store cap high enough 
on his head to show the bald spot he was 
trying to hide. They went straight to a table. 
He circled the chair twice like a dog ready 
to settle in while she unloaded her purse—a 
pack of long skinny cigarettes, a compact 
and a little plastic packet of photos. I told the 
bartender to put their drinks on my tab and 
raised my glass to them. He lifted a finger off 
his glass like a -rural driver giving a wave. I 
figured I'd let them drink for a while before 
going over and seeing if they knew my family. 

My wife got tired of sulking in the corner 
and sat beside me like we were old buddies. 
That storm raging through her head had 
moved on down the road. She looked at the 
couple and pursed her lips to point at them, 
a habit she picked up from living with Indians 
out West. 

"You think they have sex?" she said. 

"I don't know. Probably not." 

"Then what's the point of them being 
together?" 

"Maybe they're happy," I said. 

"You mean the reason why we have a lot 
of sex is we're not happy?" 

"No, I'm talking about them. Not us." 

"Are you happy?" she said. 

I took a drink of bourbon and branch, 
thinking how best to go on. Her questions 
generally come in the yes or no variety, and 
either answer might set her off. It's like 
talking to a cop, the only group of people I 
don't much care for. 

"Reckon I'm like anybody," I said. "Happy 
when I got something I want. Not happy if I 
don't. It comes and goes." 

"What I mean is are you happy in general. 
And with me?" 

"In general, no. With you, mostly. With our 
sex, always." 

I grinned to myself, figuring I'd got out of 
that little trap pretty good. She finished her 
drink in one long swallow. 

"Let's have sex," she said. 

"The closest motel's 20 miles away." 

"I was thinking of the truck." 

She gathered herself as if marching off to 
join a parade and headed straight for the 
door. I dropped a 20 on the bar and followed 
her into the yellow dirt parking lot. Dusk was 
drifting into the tree line, but the August 
heat draped over me like a heavy coat. My 
truck was full-size with a toolbox bolted in 
the bed. I had a gun rack for a while, but the 
strap gave out and if I braked hard, the fake 
mahogany swung forward and hit me in the 


back of the head. One night I'd had enough 
and threw it in the ditch and went on. 

An old pickup eased in the lot, pulling 
a dented horse trailer, sending up a cloud 
of dust that coated the world with another 
layer of dirt. Two boys got out of the truck, 
brothers by the looks of them, long-haired 
with boots and jeans and sleeveless shirts. 

The driver checked on his load. The trailer 
was too small and the horse stood sideways 
with its head hunkered down. I felt sorry 
for the animal but figured that rig was the 
best those boys could do. The driver headed 
for the bar. The other one came toward us 
in a shambling walk like someone who'd 
forgotten how to use his legs then got cured 
by a preacher. 

"Hidy," he said. "I'm Bill. His retarded 
brother." 

"Uh-huh," I said. "Nice to meet you." 

He stared at my wife, something she's used 
to on account of that red hair and freckles 
spread over her face like little spots of clay. 
The driver joined us. He was about 16 and 
his clothes were too big on him. I wondered 
what it was like to wear hand-me-downs 
from a big brother like his. 

"Don't pay him any mind," the young one 
said. "He's Bill my retarded brother." 

"Yeah," I said, "he was just telling me 
that." 

"Is that a mustache?" Bill said to my wife. 

Quick as a lizard, the young one slapped 
Bill in the back of the head. 

"Don't talk that way," he said. 

"I'm sorry," Bill said. "Okay, I'm sorry." 
Then he turned to his brother. "Are you sorry 
you hit me?" 

"Yes, I am. Come on now, let's go in." 

The young one headed toward the bar 
with Bill following like a pup. 

"Hey," I said. "You ain't going to let him 
drink, are you?" 

"No," the young one said. "But he's old 
enough to buy for me." 

I half wanted to go inside with them, but 
my wife had the truck door open. The low 
sun streaked her skin like flame. I got in 
the passenger side and set one foot on the 
floorboards and stretched my other leg across 
the bench seat. The sun slid down the sky, 
leaving stripes of red above the tree line. The 
sound of katydids kicked in, and a rain crow 
moaned from a field. 

My wife had my pants open and was 
working me pretty good, then got the 
notion to try and tickle my prostate. She'd 
mentioned it a time or two and I said no way. 
I'd had a medical exam along those lines, 
and that was all I needed of that particular 
matter. But she wouldn't let the idea alone. 
Every couple of weeks she'd pick back up on 
it, reciting stuff she'd read on the internet— 
how it would increase the pleasure of 
orgasm. I told her I didn't have no complaints 
about the regular kind. 

I felt the pickup truck shift a little in 
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the back. I kind of got distracted from my 
wife. The truck rocked again and I figured 
somebody had climbed into the bed. I 
stretched my neck to see out the rear 
window, while reaching for the glove box. I 
eased it open and took hold of the .38. The 
effort forced a little grunt out of me, and 
my wife must have took that as a sign of 
encouragement because she started whirling 
her finger where I didn't want no whirling to 
happen. I felt the truck move slightly to the 
passenger side. A big hand pressed against 
the window, then the shadow of a face. I 
aimed my pistol and was getting ready to 
sing out a warning, when my wife shoved her 
finger right up my backside and I shot wild 
through the window. The sound was terrible 
in the cab. My wife stopped what she was 
doing. 

"What the eff?" she said. "What the 
fucking eff?" 

I got out and leveled my gun. Bill sat in 
the truck bed, staring at his bloody palm. 
Window glass lay in his hair like a chandelier. 

I sobered up quick because shooting 
somebody, even a retarded man in Kentucky, 
would put me crossways with the law. 

Across the narrow lot, the horse was 
hollering to beat the band, kicking against 
the gate. I saw Bill's brother run from the bar 
to the trailer and open the gate. The horse 
came bucking out, scared by gunfire, and 
galloped down the road. Bill clambered out 
of my truck holding his hand, saying, "Okay, 
I'm sorry. Okay, I'm sorry. Okay, I'm sorry." 

The bartender came outside with a 
shotgun. Beside him stood the couple 
carrying the drinks I'd bought and I sent them 
a kind of half wave, which they failed to 
return. The deaf Melungeon peered through 
the window and I wondered if he felt the 
vibration from all the gunfire. The horse sure 
had. It was out of sight and the two brothers 
were walking down the road after it. The 
younger one was wrapping Bill's shirt around 
his wound. I knew a man who shot himself 
in the hand while loading a flintlock rifle and 
managed to fire the ramrod through his palm 
and into the air. He came out of it fine and I 
figured Bill would too. He probably didn't use 
his hand much but running it down his pants 
while window peeping. 

My wife scooted across the seat to the 
passenger side and I circled the truck and got 
behind the wheel. 

"We got to book it, baby," I said. 

"No," she said. "We need to help those 
boys." 

"That's not a real good idea, I don't think." 

"Their horse is loose on account of us. We 
owe them." 

I pulled the ignition key from my pocket 
and didn't speak. 

"Do I ask you for much?" she said. "Do I 
ask you for anything?" 

She tipped her head and lifted her 
eyebrows, stretching freckles as the skin 


pulled. A tiny shard of glass clung to her 
mustache. I brushed it away. 

"Not really," I said. "No." 

"Nothing," she said. "No ring. No clothes. 
No shoes." 

"I give you everything anyway." 

"I know it," she said. "You're nice. But I'm 
asking now." 

The bartender had gone back inside and I 
figured he was already on the phone to the 
law. 

"Please," she said. 

"On one condition," I said. "No more of 
that finger business." 

I put the gun in the glove box and drove. 
The light was sliding away, dark already in 
the east, the air in the woods black as a 
cow's insides. I swerved to pass the brothers, 
but my wife made me pick them up. Bill was 
scared until she said he could sit up front 
and he grinned as if it was a special treat. He 
held his hurt hand on his lap, wrapped in the 
bloody shirt. When he started in saying "I'm 
sorry," my wife hushed him by saying that we 
were all sorry. 

Half a mile farther we found the horse 
cropping grass, its coat gleaming with sweat, 
a long line of slobber running from its mouth. 
It was older than I'd thought, swaybacked 
and slow, and seemed more relieved than 
skittish when Bill got out. He began singing 
"Happy Birthday" in a rough whisper, out of 
key. His brother said it was the only song he 
knew. Holding the bridle in his good hand, 

Bill led the horse along the road back to the 
bar. My wife walked with him. I followed in 
the truck, riding the brake against the high 
idle and wasting gas. The little brother rode 
with me. 

"How'd Bill get shot?" he said. 

"I ain't for sure," I said. "Could've been 
somebody in the woods. Maybe he shot 
hisself." 

"He don't have a gun." 

"That shows good sense," I said. "What's 
that horse's name anyhow?" 

"I don't know," he said. "We just traded 
for him today. Aim to sell it in Mount 
Sterling. Now that money'll go straight to the 
doctor's bill." 

A sad look came in his eyes and I saw a 
way out of things, maybe not a full way out 
but a little shortcut. 

"I might could use a horse," I said. 

"It's a good one," he said. "That trailer 
hitch'll fit this truck." 

We hemmed and hawed and by the time 
we got to the bar, we'd settled on a price 
that was higher than a cat's back. I didn't 
want a horse, don't even like them much. 
They're for bigwigs over in Lexington, but I 
felt kindly bad for shooting the boy's brother 
and ended up owning a horse. 

A late-model Crown Victoria sat in the 
tavern lot, solid white with black trim and 
black wheels and a spotlight on the driver's 
side. I parked beside the boys' truck. We 


switched the trailer to my rig and loaded the 
horse. A fat man, six feet tall, came out of 
the bar. He wore a Stetson and boots and 
official clothes with no necktie. We all stood 
in the lot watching each other. I didn't want 
to talk first. Cops take that as a bad sign. 

"How'd Bill hurt his hand?" the cop finally 
said. 

My wife spoke before anyone else. 

"I shot him," she said. 

"Say you did?" the cop said. He looked at 
Bill. "That right, son?" 

"I'm sorry," Bill said. "Okay, I'm sorry." 

He held out his hurt hand. The shirt 
wrapped it like a puff pastry with strawberry 
filling. A little breeze came out of the trees. 
The horse stomped twice, rattling the slat 
floorboards. I stared hard at my wife, trying 
to figure out what she was up to. There was 
no telling. She'd have made a good spy. 

"He kinda grabbed at me," she said. "I did 
it without thinking." 

"Say he grabbed at you?" the cop said. 

"Yeah, at my bosom." 

Nobody said anything. The cop was 
probably thinking the same thing I was, that 
she didn't have a lot of bosom to grab at. I 
got no complaints, though. 

The cop looked at Bill's brother. 

"Is that right, Harry?" he said. "Was Bill 
bothering her?" 

"I don't know. I was in the bar. I went to 
the bathroom and when I came out, Bill was 
outside." 

"Bill," the cop said. "Were you messing 
with that woman any?" 

"I'm sorry," Bill said. "I'm sorry." 

The cop gave me the once-over. He was 
familiar in a vague way and I figured I knew 
his cousins. 

"You got anything to say?" he said to me. 

"I was around the side taking a leak. Heard 
a gunshot and came running." 

"Ain't that handy as a pocket on a shirt," 
the cop said. "Everybody busy draining their 
radiator when a shooting happens." 

He looked at the younger boy. 

"How bad is Bill hurt?" the cop said. 

"Not too bad. A finger shot off is all." 

The cop lifted his hat and wiped sweat 
off his forehead and spat in the dirt. It was 
something he'd done a thousand times, the 
sort of thing people do to give them time to 
think. He made a clicking sound in his mouth. 

"All right," he said. "Harry, you run Bill to 
the hospital." 

"Bill don't like the hospital," Harry said. 

"Nobody does, son. But that stub gets 
itself infected and he'll lose a lot more than a 
finger. Go on, now." 

They nodded and walked to their truck and 
left. I wondered which finger was gone. My 
wife stood by the trailer talking to the horse. 
We'd all had a strange day, even the horse. 

"You look a Tolliver," the cop said. 

"I am," I said. 

"They's so many of you all, I can't hardly 
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keep track." 

"That's all right," I said. "We can." 

"Which bunch are you out of?" 

"Up on Clay Creek. I'm Big Joe's first boy. 
What's your name?" 

"Richard Martin," he said. 

"I went to school with some Martin boys." 

"Son, you went to school with me." 

"Dickie Lee?" I said. 

He nodded. A grin wrinkled the middle of 
his face, a cockeyed set to his lips, high on 
one side and showing gum. I recognized him. 
He'd always had that smile, full of mischief 
the teachers said. 

"You growed some," I said. 

"And you've gone gray-headed." 

"Shit fire," I said. 

"And save matches," he said. 

We laughed at the ancient joke from grade 
school. Dickie Lee was a year ahead of me, 
fat even then but a lot shorter and always 
laughing. I remembered him getting beat on 
by a boy named Dwayne. I'd thrown rocks at 
Dwayne till he let up, then hid in the woods. 

"Are you a deputy?" I said. 

"No. A constable." 

"I didn't know they had them around 
here." 

"It's a new development," he said. "Sheriff 
had 12 deputies and it wasn't enough and 
the county wouldn't give him no more. 
There's four constables now." 

"Why they need so many?" 

"Drugs, son. Meth and oxy." 

"Whatever happened to that boy, Dwayne 
something or other?" 

"Johnson," he said. "Dwayne Johnson." 

"That's it." 

"He left out of here on an assault charge 
and stood gone 20 years. Lived in Florida 
with a different name. Came home for a 
funeral and I arrested him. He didn't know 
me from Adam's cat. But I don't forget 
things. You still yet good at throwing rocks?" 

"I'm out of practice." 

"Who's that girl to you?" 

"My wife." 

"Ugly old bastard like you?" 

"It's a new marriage," I said. 

"I figured that," he said. "You let her carry 
a gun?" 

"It's mine. It's in the glove box." 

"Concealed is against the law." 

"So is pawing at ladies," I said. 

"Way I see it, we got a he-said-she-said 
situation." 

The sun was almost gone and shadows lay 
in patches. I could hear my wife clean glass 
out of the truck cab, the horse stirring in the 
trailer. Either I shouldn't have come back or 
not left in the first place. 

"I'm sorry about your mom," Dickie Lee 
said. 

"Been 30 years. But seems like no time 
and forever both at once." 

"I know what you mean. I was over in 
Vanceburg seeing my daddy in a home. He's 


got the Parkinson." 

"That's a damn shame, Dickie Lee." 

"He calls me that. Not many still yet do." 

"Let's go inside and have a drink." 

"I don't fool with cocktails," he said. "But 
I will take a Ale-8." 

I fetched my wife and told her not to 
say anything, that it was all taken care of, 
and we went on in the bar. Everyone sat in 
the same place as before. The old couple 
waved this time. The deaf Melungeon was 
in his spot by the jukebox. Like everything 
in Kentucky, not much changed in here, no 
matter what happened. I remembered the 
old joke: What did Jesus say to the hillbillies 
before he died? Don't you all do nothing till 
I get back. 

I ordered bourbon and listened to Dickie 
Lee and my wife chat about dogs, church and 
football. As a Texan she could hold her own. 

I ordered another drink, trying to regain that 
cheerful feeling I'd had a couple of hours 
ago. The music quit and the Melungeon 
stirred and my wife went to play some songs. 
Dickie Lee watched her go, and it seemed 
to me he was looking awful close when she 
bent over the jukebox. She's got herself a 
pert little hind-end. 

"She really shoot that boy?" Dickie Lee 
said. 

"That's what she says." 

"What do you say?" 

"I try not to disagree with my wife." 

"That's a good idea in general," he said. 
"But specifics are different." 

"What's that mean?" 

"Could be one thing, could be another." 

"Yeah," I said. "What's the other?" 

"Maybe I'd like to saw off a piece of that 
girl. Call it square." 

I wasn't sure if he was joking or not. 

People say whatever they think then get 
stuck with their words later. Anybody can go 
crazy, even constables. 

"Guess you'll want me to throw the horse 
in too," I said. 

"I'm serious, son," he said. "Somebody 
shot one of God's children who never hurt a 
soul." 

"What about that he-said-she-said 
business?" 

"Law's a funny thing," he said. "Best to 
have it on your side in general. But there's 
the specifics. Your window's shot out and 
there's blood in the back. Might be your 
prints on the gun. I'm giving you a chance to 
stay out of the jailhouse." 

"My family won't like this," I said. 

"Son," he said, "you been gone a long 
time. What Tollivers ain't shot each other 
down, I personally took in custody. You're a 
mite short on family to back you up." 

He slid off the stool and ambled to the 
jukebox, waving away the Melungeon man 
as if batting off a gnat. I didn't know what 
to do. I watched him talk to my wife, feeling 
trapped and powerless. Her lie had doubled 


back on us and he'd seen through it clear 
as day. I could grab her and run, but they'd 
catch me and lock me up in my home county. 
If I told the truth, I'd wind up in jail too. 

I went outside, removed the .38 from 
the glove box and started wiping it with my 
shirttail, then quit. My prints ought to be on 
my own gun. If she stuck with her story, she 
needed to handle it too. I headed back across 
the lot to get her. I met them coming out the 
door. He was red-faced and smirky. I gestured 
with my head for me and her to talk privately. 

"He said he'd fix it all," she said. 

"Did he offer you anything?" 

"Like what?" 

"Money." 

"No," she said. "I'm not some kind of 
whore." 

"Okay," I said. "I'm sorry." 

"That's what that damn chucklehead said." 

"I thought you liked him." 

"I don't like anybody right now," she said. 

"I don't want you doing nothing with that 
cop." 

"He knows you shot him. I'm no good 
at lying. What'll happen to me if you go to 
jail?" 

I nodded, trying to think. He could arrest 
her for lying to a cop, interfering with police 
business, even some kind of conspiracy. But 
this way, I'd have something on Dickie Lee 
forever. 

"None of that finger stuff with him," I 
said. 

"Oh," she said. "You like that now?" 

"I just want one thing left for you and me 
only." 

She nodded, then kissed me quick and 
turned away. Her and Dickie Lee got in his 
car, and he drove behind the bar. The engine 
sound dropped to idle and the brake lights 
cut out. I tried not to imagine what was 
happening when I heard the suspension 
creak. I wanted to run away. I wanted to 
drink the tavern dry. I couldn't believe I'd 
put my wife in this situation. I'd never felt 
this bad. I sneaked around the edge of the 
building and peeked in the rear window. 

The light was dim. I saw a vast shadowy 
bulk in the driver's seat and a quick, steady 
movement in the passenger side, the slight 
flash of red hair moving up and down. I 
stared transfixed, hating myself. 

I walked across the front lot to my truck. 

I thought about shooting my finger off. I 
thought about shooting Dickie Lee. Instead 
I opened the trailer gate and sang "Happy 
Birthday" to the horse as it moved backward 
onto the dirt. It lifted its head to stretch 
from the cramped trailer. I slapped the horse 
on its flank and told it to run, but it just 
sidestepped and stared at me. I stomped 
my boot. It wouldn't go and I couldn't bring 
myself to hit it again. Full dark had come and 
the stars were showing. I wondered if my 
wife and I would ever recover, or how. O 
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...Evil 


Continued from page 39 
is, Would you look at my start-up, advise me 
and help me get funded? There is often a well- 
hidden desperation, a wincing just behind the 
eyes of young entrepreneurs, like a contestant 
on American Idol just one judge's vote away 
from stardom. But the stakes are much higher. If 
you believe today's rich will become tomorrow's 
immortals (because the technology for becoming 
immortal ought to be sorted out any minute), 
then your start-up is your elixir—nothing else 
matters. 

The other question is, Are you an optimist 
or a pessimist? The two questions are deeply 
connected. 

What can be called high-tech culture is of 
two minds about the future, those bugs in our 
headlights. In the one mind there is practically an 
epidemic of methodical optimism. It is evidenced 
in TED Talks and the trendy brand of positivity 
that start-ups use to sell themselves to investors 
and customers. 

Here is the recipe for getting it all: a positive 
attitude combined with technical brilliance. It's an 
unlikely combination of New Age thinking (your 
attitude creates reality) and geek supremacy. 

The formula could have sprouted only in the Bay 
Area. 

The high-tech hero will become an immortal 
playboy and a man of the people who feeds 
the hungry. He will become vastly powerful 
and promote democracy. His brilliance will 
overwhelm the very existence of trade-offs. The 
transcendence of trade-offs is at the core of the 
official mission of Silicon Valley lately: People 
will be agglomerated into a global brain—a 
superbeing —and individuals will be empowered. 

This is the flavor of optimism that drives 
the culture of companies such as Google and 
Facebook. It is immune to empirical evidence. 

No matter if democracy doesn't grow stronger 
and income inequality explodes, the ideology 
isn't questioned. It's hard to be taken seriously in 
modern high-tech business if one doesn't exude 
this particular brand of optimism. You'd be well 
advised to at least pretend you believe in it if you 
want to be an internet billionaire. There, your 
start-up has received my advice. 

In the other mind—or maybe I should talk 
about the other side of the coin, since so much 
money is at stake—the science fiction of our 
times has become relentlessly dark and cruel. 
Consider the roster of the most successful filmed 
science fiction since the rise of social networking 
and computerized megafinance: the Matrix 
movies, Battlestar Galactica, Inception, the 
Terminator movies, on and on. Even movies based 
on old comic books have gone deeply dark; look 
at the Batman and X-Men franchises. Sci-fi based 


on older titles that originally had an optimistic 
flair has gone as dark as it can go. (StarTrek has 
gone Into -Darkness.) 

It is hard to imagine anyone raising money 
for a non-dystopian science fiction movie today, 
even though the world of sci-fi fandom adores— 
perhaps more than anything else—old science 
fiction that -exudes positivity, as the StarTrek TV 
shows and the original comic books do. 

Failing to be as dark as everyone else is like 
failing to be as macho. It is weak, wimpy. To 
step outside a doctrine of darkness—even a 
little—is to invite ridicule. This cultural sieve was 
not invented by -techies. You can find it just as 
easily in punk culture and certain strains of hip 
academic criticism. It is as old as trolls. 

Another mechanism that promotes darkness is 
Veblenian. (Thorstein Veblen was an economist 
celebrated for his sarcastic appreciation of the 
culture of affluence.) It is the sign of a privileged 
life that one grows weary of comfort and security. 
One longs for the lost vitality of violence, risk and 
doom. So to tolerate any deviance away from 
darkness in your culture of fantasy is to admit 
that you might face some actual insecurity in real 
life. To admit that you might occasionally need to 
be comforted or inspired is to admit a failing. Of 
course, since we are all mortal and destined for 
some form of disease or demise, the pretense of 
infinite comfort is just that, and yet we still strain 
to assert it. 

My preference would be for our two brains 
to be swapped. We need positive visions of 
the future more than ever. But we might need 
cautionary interpretations of our present actions 
even more. 

It appears that human behavior has gradually 
been getting less awful overall in the course of 
our history. Harvard psychologist Steven Pinker 
has gathered what is known about the history of 
violence and argues that there has been a steady 
decline in both everyday violence and organized 
massacres over the centuries and millennia. Let us 
suppose this is correct. Unfortunately, the trend 
Pinker documents is slow, while the change to a 
digitized society is happening quickly. 

Are we so sure that the next holocaust won't 
begin with an app, toyed with in our cafes 
and coordinated by our smartphones? Might 
"social networking"—in its formulation of the 
moment—be a prelude to genocide? 

The parallels are clear. People segregate 
themselves into groups in the digital world. This 
is often done to escape the evil eye of trolls or, 
more softly, to seek sympathy, but whatever the 
intention, the result is segregation, into red and 
blue, geeks and babes, techies and the clueless. 

Digital segregation is exacerbated by what has 
been called the "filter bubble" effect. This means 
that algorithms customize your world to reinforce 
a model that is being used to define you. You see 
news chosen to match your theorized interests, 
hear music chosen to match your theorized tastes 
and so on, until you are no longer a free-range 
person. 

Filter bubbles are meant to make online 
advertising more valuable, and advertising is the 
primary official business of information systems 
these days. But the whole scheme relies on what 
is mostly a lie. 

The lie is artificial intelligence, which doesn't 
really work. When a company like Google or 
Facebook, or an agency like the National Security 
Agency, is selling itself to whoever will fund it, 


you can expect unbounded Al braggadocio. 
Algorithms will understand, classify and predict 
human behavior, or so it is said. In fact, such 
technology is mostly still only a dream, so instead 
of a supersmart artificial being learning how to 
predict or manipulate everyone after observing 
them from a distance, people must somehow 
be cajoled into classifying themselves. Google's 
algorithms don't really understand people, but 
Facebook asked us to categorize ourselves, and 
lo, we did. Google attempts to infer what we 
like, but we simply tell Facebook. This is why 
Facebook is a threat to Google. 

People reveal everything to those who have 
the most gigantic and effective computers. The 
ordinary person acts like a supplicant to a cult or 
an insider to a -repressive regime. One of the first 
stages of induction into a coercive organization 
used to be that one would reveal deep, 
embarrassing intimacies to the organization. Now 
everyone does that, in advance. We have entered 
into a culture of ambient blackmail, where 
each person's reputation might be vulnerable 
to degradation at any time. Individuals are 
compelled to engage in continuous confession 
through windows into computers owned by 
remote moguls. 

A correlate of this odd alignment is that 
masses of people can now move in coordination 
on a dime. That ability is often hailed as the 
politics of the future, with examples including the 
Arab Spring and the instant waves of opposition 
that can stop -internet-related legislation such as 
the Stop Online Piracy Act. But the kind of online 
coordination we've seen so far isn't constructive. 
This is not to say it's always destructive; there 
are many cases of successful charitable drives 
and Kickstarter projects, for instance. But the 
net has not proved itself a medium for building 
consensus or even workable middle ground. It 
hasn't succeeded as a tool of inventive statecraft. 

Social media has on occasion been able 
to harm corporations and help bring down 
governments, some of them deserving of 
their troubles, but it hasn't been shown to be 
effective at building democratic coalitions. Social 
networking has not thus far helped bridge the 
red-blue divide in the U.S., for instance. Shouldn't 
we demand that it be able to do that before we 
trust that we already know the way forward to a 
superior, technically enhanced politics? 

If the optimism about social networks is based 
on hypotheticals, it had better be balanced by 
pessimism. Sure, though some present-day Silicon 
Valley figures can be arrogant, overall they're a 
pleasant crowd. But what is to prevent a "king 
of trolls" from galvanizing the nastiness of the 
net into a coherent force? Suppose one of the 
powerful computation centers that can model 
everyone and manipulate the world, whether it 
be Facebook or the NSA, is inherited by a real 
bastard, a member of the five percent? 

We have seen a few creeps use online tools to 
incite violence, including Anwar 
al-Awlaki, the imam born in the same town 
in New Mexico where I grew up, who incited 
hatred and violence over the net until he was 
slaughtered by a drone in Yemen. But he didn't 
have a whole Facebook or Google at his disposal. 
He was only a user. We have not yet seen a 
creep with genuine network empowerment, 
and we don't know what would happen. Could 
such a monster engineer sudden violence on a 
stupendous scale? 
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There is another, far more likely scenario I 
fear more. Consider what massive degrees of 
computation have done to American health 
care and bankruptcy, to name only two of many 
similar domains. The most successful business 
strategy of all time turns out to be using a big 
computer to out-compute everyone else on a 
network. An insurance company can calculate 
who is more likely to need insurance so as to 
insure only those who need insurance least. A 
lender can calculate who will be most susceptible 
to predatory lending and how to milk the most 
out of those who are targeted. 

Whoever has the most effective computer 
resources wins seemingly unlimited wealth and 
power but sits at the center of a web of hidden 
hurt. Computational power might be grand in 
scale, but it is also sloppy. As with drone strikes, 
using big data to amass economic might works, 
but it also causes collateral damage. 

Maybe a homeowner would have paid off her 
mortgage if she hadn't been evicted, but from 
the point of view of the lender, it's a sterile game 
of statistics and numbers. The lender doesn't 
know what he's doing on a case-by-case basis, 
and the ignorance is intentional. 

This is why "robocallers" are so important 
in mass foreclosures and similar computer- 
coordinated economic events. It isn't so much 
that one doesn't wish to pay humans to make 
the phone calls as that one can maintain an 
antiseptic, arm's-length insulation from a 
sprawling automata that spins out limitless 
wealth as long as it is not -perturbed. 

From the point of view of a big -computer, 
there are no individuals. As long as an overall 
statistical advantage can be calculated, sloppiness 
doesn't matter. 

The impersonality of power in the information 
age makes those who win oddly blind. Even 
crime is becoming abstract. Identity theft occurs 
randomly and impersonally. Evil is losing its point 
of view and its flavor. 

If present trends continue, diffuse massacre by 
lottery is in our future—violence by the numbers. 
An ordinary person might someday soon be killed 
by an untraceable drone strike. Why? Probably 
because a benefit to some unknown third 
party will have been predicted by an automatic 
statistical calculation. 

Maybe a cloud of investments, coordinated 
in secret, accrues a small win due to a security's 
fluctuation that results from the murder, or 
maybe the victim's mortgage is highly leveraged 
and someone bets against it. 

Is this an unreasonably paranoid vision? 
Hopefully yes. It is similar to many a tale found 
in dystopian science fiction but with one big 
difference. 

Traditional paranoia features villains. But our 
computational society seems to be creeping 
toward a future in which -computed murders 
will be components of statistical campaigns. No 
one will ever know for sure which strike actually 
contributes to the fortunes of whoever is running 
the biggest computers. Some murders will 
probably be decoys, as calculated by algorithms 
that model the efficacy of all available strategies. 

The biggest winners—those who master the 
most effective -computers—will be as clueless 
about the details as anyone else. Hannah 
Arendt famously described evil as banal, and the 
abject banality of this scenario is what makes it 
plausible.0 



...Brand 

Continued from page 41 


way that smoking effectively becomes a form of 
consumerism: I am ready to consume cigarettes 
"beyond the pleasure principle," beyond petty 
utilitarian considerations about health. 

This dimension of lethal excessive enjoyment 
is at work in all publicity and commodity appeals. 
All utilitarian considerations (this food is healthy, 
it was organically grown, it was produced and 
paid for under fair-trade conditions, etc.) are just 
a deceptive surface under which lies a deeper 
superego injunction: "Enjoy! Enjoy to the end, 
irrespective of consequences." Will a smoker, 
when he buys the -"negatively" packaged 
Australian cigarettes, hear beneath the negative 
message the more present voice of the superego? 
This voice will answer his question: "If all these 
dangers of smoking are true—and I accept they 
are—why am I then still buying the package?" 

To get an answer to this question, let us turn 
to Coke as the ultimate capitalist merchandise. It 
is no surprise that Coke was originally introduced 
as a medicine. Its taste doesn't seem to provide 
any particular satisfaction; it is not directly 
pleasing or endearing. But in transcending its 
immediate use value (unlike water and wine, 
which do quench our thirst or produce other 
desired effects), Coke embodies the surplus 
of enjoyment over standard satisfactions. It 
represents the mysterious factor all of us are after 
in our compulsive consumption of merchandise. 

Since Coke doesn't satisfy any concrete need, 
do we drink it as a supplement after another 
drink has satisfied our substantial need? Or does 
Coke's superfluous character make our thirst 
for it more insatiable? Coke is paradoxical: The 
more you drink it, the thirstier you get, which in 
turn leads to a greater need to drink more of it. 
With Coke's strange bittersweet taste, our thirst 
is never effectively quenched. In the old publicity 
motto "Coke is it" we should discern the entire 
ambiguity: Coke is never effectively it. Every 
satisfaction opens up a desire for more. Coke 
is a commodity whose use value embodies an 
ineffable spiritual surplus. It's a commodity with 
material properties that are already those of a 
commodity. 

This example makes palpable the inherent link 
between the Marxist concept of surplus value, 
the Lacanian concept of surplus enjoyment 
(which Lacan elaborated with direct reference 
to Marxian surplus value) and the paradox of 
the superego perceived by Freud: The more you 
drink Coke, the thirstier you are. The more profit 
you have, the more you want. The more you 
obey the superego, the guiltier you become. 
These paradoxes are the opposite of the paradox 
of love, which is, in Juliet's immortal words to 
Romeo, "The more I give, the more I have." 


The predominance of brand names isn't 
new. It is a constant feature of marketing. 

What has been going on in the past decade 
is a shift in the accent of marketing. It's a 
new stage of commodification that Jeremy 
Rifkin has designated "cultural capitalism." 

We buy a product—say, an organic apple— 
because it represents a particular lifestyle. An 
ecological protest against the exploitation 
of natural resources is already caught in the 
commodification of experience. Although 
ecology is perceived as a protest against the 
virtualization of daily life and an argument for a 
return to the direct experience of material reality, 
ecology is simply branded as a new lifestyle. 

When we purchase organic food we are buying a 
cultural experience, one of a "healthy ecological 
lifestyle." The same goes for every return to 
"reality": In an ad widely broadcast on U.S. 
television a decade or so ago, a group of ordinary 
people was shown engaged in a barbecue, 
with country music and dancing, and the 
accompanying message: "Beef. Real food for real 
people." But the beef offered as a symbol of a 
certain lifestyle (that of "real" Americans) is much 
more chemically and genetically manipulated 
than the "organic" food consumed by "artificial" 
yuppies. 

This is what design is truly about: Designers 
articulate the meaning above and beyond a 
product's function. When they try to design a 
purely functional product, the product displays 
functionality as its meaning, often at the expense 
of its real functionality. Prehistoric handaxes, for 
example, were made by males as sexual displays 
of power. The excessive and costly perfection of 
their form served no direct use. 

Our experiences have become commodified. 
What we buy on the market is less a product 
we want to own and more a life experience— 
an experience of sex, eating, communicating, 
cultural consumption or participating in a 
lifestyle. Material objects serve as props for these 
experiences and are offered for free to seduce us 
into buying the true "experiential commodity," 
such as the free cell phones we get when we 
sign a one-year contract. To quote the succinct 
formula of Mark Slouka, "As more of the hours 
of our days are spent in synthetic environments, 
life itself is turned into a commodity. Someone 
makes it for us; we buy it from them. We become 
the consumers of our own lives." We ultimately 
buy (the time of) our own life. Michel Foucault's 
notion of turning one's self into a work of art 
thus gets an unexpected confirmation: I buy 
my physical fitness by joining a gym. I buy my 
spiritual enlightenment by enrolling in courses 
on Transcendental Meditation. I buy my public 
persona by going to restaurants patronized by 
people with whom I want to be associated. 

Let's return to the example of ecology. There's 
something deceptively reassuring in our readiness 
to assume guilt for threats to the environment. 
We like to be guilty. If we're guilty, then it 
all depends on us. We can save ourselves by 
changing our lives. What is difficult to accept (at 
least for us in the West) is that we are reduced 
to a purely passive role. We are just impotent 
observers who can only sit and watch what our 
fate will be. To avoid such a situation, we engage 
in frantic and obsessive activity. We recycle paper 
and buy organic food so we can believe we're 
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doing something. We are like a sports fan who 
supports his team by shouting and jumping from 
his seat in front of the TV screen in a superstitious 
belief that this will somehow influence the 
outcome of the game. 

The typical form of fetishist disavowal apropos 
ecology is "I know very well (that we are all 
threatened), but I don't really believe it (so I'm 
not ready to do anything important like change 
my way of life)." But there is also the opposite 
form of disavowal: "I know very well I can't really 
influence processes that can lead to my -ruin, but 
it is nonetheless too traumatic for me to accept. 

I cannot resist the urge to do something, even 
if I know it is ultimately meaningless." Isn't this 
why we buy organic food? Who really believes 
that half-rotten and expensive "organic" apples 
are healthier? The point is that, by buying them, 
we do not just buy and consume a product; we 
simultaneously do something meaningful, show 
our care and global awareness and participate in 
a large collective project. 

Today we buy commodities neither for their 
utility nor as status symbols. We buy them to get 
the experience they provide; we consume them 
to make our lives meaningful. Consumption 
should sustain quality of life. Its time should 
be "quality time"—not a time of alienation, of 
imitating models imposed on us by society, of the 
fear of not keeping up with the Joneses. We seek 
authentic fulfillment of our true selves, of the 
sensuous play of experience, of caring for others. 

An exemplary case of "cultural capitalism" 
can be found in the Starbucks ad campaign that 
says, "It's not just what you're buying. It's what 
you're buying into." After celebrating the quality 
of the coffee, the ad continues: "But when you 
buy Starbucks, whether you realize it or not, 
you're buying into something bigger than a cup 
of coffee. You're buying into a coffee ethic. 
Through our Starbucks Shared Planet program, 
we purchase more fair-trade coffee than any 
company in the world, ensuring that the farmers 
who grow the beans receive a fair price for their 
work. We invest in and improve coffee-growing 
practices and communities around the globe. 

It's good coffee karma. Oh, and a little bit of the 
price of a cup of Starbucks coffee helps furnish 
the place with comfy chairs, good music and the 
right atmosphere to dream, work and chat in. We 
all need places like that these days. When you 
choose Starbucks, you are buying a cup of coffee 
from a company that cares. No wonder it tastes 
so good." 

The "cultural" surplus is here spelled out. 

The price is higher because you are really buying 
the "coffee ethic," which includes care for 
the environment, social responsibility toward 
producers and a place where you can participate 
in a communal life (from the beginning Starbucks 
presented its shops as ersatz community spaces). 

If this isn't enough, if your ethical needs are still 
unsatisfied, if you continue to worry about Third 
World misery, there are other products you can 
buy. Consider the description Starbucks offers for 
its Ethos Water program: "Ethos Water is a brand 
with a social mission—helping children around 
the world get clean water and raising awareness 
of the world water crisis. Every time you purchase 
a bottle of Ethos Water, Ethos Water will 
contribute five cents toward our goal of raising at 
least $10 million by 2010. Through the Starbucks 
Foundation, Ethos Water supports humanitarian 
water programs in Africa, Asia and Latin America. 


To date, Ethos Water grant commitments exceed 
$6.2 million. These programs will help an 
estimated 420,000 people gain access to safe 
water, sanitation and hygiene education." 

Authentic experience matters. This is how 
capitalism, at the level of consumption, integrates 
the legacy of 1968. This is how it addresses 
the critique of alienated consumption. A recent 
Hilton ad consists of a simple claim: "Travel 
doesn't only get us from place A to place B. It 
should also make us a better person." Can we 
imagine such an ad a decade ago? The latest 
scientific expression of this new spirit is the rise of 
happiness studies. But how is it that, in this era 
of spiritualized hedonism, when the goal of life is 
defined as happiness, anxiety and depression are 
exploding? It is the enigma of this self-sabotage 
of happiness and pleasure that makes Freud's 
message more actual than ever. 

Authenticity and brand names are not mutually 
exclusive—authenticity echoes beneath every 
brand name. Q 



...Icon 


Continued from page 43 

Icons of the 1980s: Michael -Jackson, Bruce 
Springsteen, Prince, Eurythmics, Madonna 

In the 1980s, I start to have mixed feelings 
about the popular song. Partly because it was a 
period when the popular song began to deploy 
a really ugly and now-dated sonic palette (gated 
reverb on the drum kit, for example), a sound 
that enveloped even those who might have 
known better (Spring-steen, Don Henley, Sting). 
Moreover, the popular song of the 1980s was 
less frequently political and more often ruled by 
the rigid confinements of post-album-oriented- 
rock radio. On the above list, exactly one artist 
has a perceptible political bent, and that is Bruce 
Springsteen. It seems fair to say that certain artists 
land on lists of 1980s icons solely because of their 
appearances on MTV, star factory of that decade. 
Did Prince or Madonna change American culture 
in any way? The Madonna of 2013—fashion 
executive and occasional road warrior—seems 
more about a certain kind of mass merchandising 
and the spectacle thereof than she seems given 
to creativity and -vision. Really, in the 1980s there 
is exactly one indisputable icon, Michael Jackson, 
against whom others are judged. Even Springsteen 
seems irresolute by comparison (try listening to 
"Dancing in the Dark" or "Tunnel of Love" again). 
But Jackson's -accomplishment on Thriller is so 
immense that he has no competitor worthy of the 
name. Still, his personal -problems—pathological 
narcissism, let's say, and delusion and prescription- 
drug addiction—seem to commence almost 
immediately with subsequent albums, each less 
appealing than the last, until his later work is more 
the occasion of self-parody than of great music. 

But still. If Michael Jackson is not the quintessence 


of a music icon, then we have no legitimate icons. 
After him: lots of imitators. 

Icons of the 1990s: Nirvana, 

Guns N' Roses, Tupac Shakur, N.W.A, Mariah 
Carey 

This is the first decade in which I strongly dislike 
an icon of the period, namely Mariah Carey. In 
fact, "strongly dislike" is putting it mildly. Mariah 
Carey's vocal histrionics, no matter how many top 
10 singles she has had (and I think she is at or near 
the number achieved by Elvis), leave me cold, and 
there is never a song by Mariah Carey that is at all 
memorable to me. I could not, I don't think, sing 
you a single melody by Mariah Carey. I don't know 
that I have ever willingly played a song by Mariah 
Carey all the way through. Are there young people 
out there for whom the music of Mariah Carey 
was essential to their psychosocial development? 

I expect there are such young people, and I grieve 
for them. Obviously there are a great many more 
who also appreciated the -manhood-in-a-vise 
falsetto of Axl Rose and his precariously close to 
homophobic and racist lyrics. I am not one of 
these people. I always thought Slash was the most 
derivative great guitarist ever (sort of like Angus 
Young of AC/DC but not as good, and Angus 
Young was not as good as a host of very gifted 
blues-based guitarists of the early 1970s). And 
the songwriting of Guns N' Roses, especially by 
the time you get to Use Your Illusion I and II, is 
especially lackluster. Later Guns N' Roses sort of 
feels like the Goo Goo Dolls, really. Kurt Cobain, 
however, like Hendrix and Janis Joplin and Jim 
Morrison, had his iconic status well in hand and 
managed to ensure for good or ill that he would 
always be lionized as he was in his youth. Kurt 
Cobain, alone on this list of the 1990s, had it all: 
style, influence, talent, creativity, vision. We might 
have mentioned R.E.M. if they had stopped in the 
1990s, the way Nirvana did. But an icon, in part, is 
what the culture needs the icon to be. An icon is a 
musician who has social value across diverse social 
groups, however fleetingly. Once your moment has 
passed, you do yourself a disservice by hanging 
around and producing more work, though that 
is just what any self-respecting artist would want 
to do. Kurt Cobain established himself by looking 
backward and finding, in the melody writing of 
John Lennon, Ray Davies and others, a template for 
the modern song, and then he opted out. Which 
means: instant icon. Meanwhile in Compton, 

N.W.A revolutionized African American music all 
at once by bringing back a social message to the 
music and thereby leaving room for Tupac, with his 
vision, his street rage, his black nationalism. Tupac, 
who also had a good idea about how to go out in 
a blaze of glory. 

Icons of the 2000s: Britney Spears, Eminem, 
Kanye West, Carrie -Underwood, Jay Z 

The icons of the 2000s are about the primacy 
of television, about Britney's childhood as 
a Mouseketeer, about Carrie -Underwood's 
graduation from American Idol, about Kanye West 
thumbing his nose at George W. Bush on live 
TV. As such, these artists do not bear prolonged 
musical scrutiny. You'll notice there are no bands 
in the new millennium. Who needs a band? 

There are bands that have hung around since the 
1990s, like Metallica and the Roots, devoted to 
a sublime idea of communal music making, but 
iconographically it's almost as if bands existed 
simply to allow music buyers who have outgrown 
the television or celebrity-magazine idea of music 
to find some other outlet for their entertainment 
dollars. In this new millennium of icon-hood, it's 
almost impossible to outlive your decade with 
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reputation intact, though Jay Z has hustled the 
hardest. By definition an icon is something that 
lasts, historically. An icon is something or someone 
we can mostly agree on later. It is hard to support 
the idea that Britney Spears is anything but a 
vulnerable and somewhat confused young woman 
who got in over her head. And this is often the 
case now. The icons of the 2000s are scarcely 
icons at all because they haven't stood the test of 
time. We mistake Carrie Underwood for an icon, 
but she's more of a commodity, and we mistake 
Kelly Clarkson for one, and it's only in the fullness 
of time that we realize just how fraudulent the 
American Idol idea of iconography really is. 

Which brings us to: 

Icons of the 2010s: Lady Gaga, Justin 
Timberlake, Taylor Swift, Skrillex, Psy 

Of Psy we have already observed that there is 
not a lot of music to his music, and Lady Gaga, 
though I think she is one of the great style 
mavens of the present, has never written a song 
that didn't sound exactly like some other song. 
Justin Timberlake has the luck to be an attractive 
white guy, so his wholesale appropriation of 
everything Michael Jackson no longer merits 
lengthy comment. His imminence as an icon in 
this decade, despite long-ago solo albums (not 
to mention his boy-band origins), is owing to his 
legitimacy in the acting department. He suddenly 
seems to have graduated to a kind of reasonable 
adulthood. Taylor Swift, as I have said elsewhere, 
is a publicly traded corporation, the girl version 
of Thomas Kinkade, painter of light. And Skrillex 
is exactly what our age deserves, a guy who has 
managed to brutalize the popular song into a 
totally mechanized and quality-controlled blip that 
is perfectly calibrated for takers of Adderall or 
people who can count only to four. He is the place 
where all music goes to die. 

If Grumpy Cat made music, I would definitely 
put Grumpy Cat on this list of the 201 Os, because 
Grumpy Cat is one of the best and most effective 
communicators of the style of the period, even 
if she has recorded no songs. But in the absence 
of Grumpy Cat we have Psy and Taylor Swift and 
Skrillex and, perhaps, Robin Thicke. And they are 
uniformly disappointing. There is not an artist on 
this list whose music I would play for the sheer 
pleasure of it. This illuminates the problem of the 
period, instantaneity, which requires music in a 
fully diversified stock portfolio of multinational 
entertainment providers, which entertainment 
providers need to deliver music in exactly the way 
they might deliver high-fructose corn syrup. The 
quality-controlled deliverable dance--oriented Auto- 
Tuned American pop music product, with traces 
of hip-hop, is somewhat afraid of icons, because 
icons, with their style, influence, talent, creativity 
and vision, have their own ideas about how to 
proceed with their careers. 

The music that has interested me most recently 
is made by people in living rooms, without much 
electricity required, and it's about soul, about 
feel, about the way music can often touch on the 
deepest of human emotions. A band like Alabama 
Shakes, which is decidedly unglamorous in every 
possible respect, is a good example to me of 
this music made almost entirely in exile from the 
prevailing themes of the moment, from the laptops 
and synth modules and drum machinery. This exile 
is good, because it's where creativity and vision 
enter into the project. Everything that actually 
resembles music, at least for me, comes these days 
from this condition of exile. 

Does this mean it's impossible for an icon 
to come to pass now, spontaneously, in these 
degraded times? Does this mean niche marketing 
makes it impossible for anyone to speak to us all 
again, in the way the Beatles occasionally spoke to 


us all? In the way Jimi Hendrix once spoke to us? In 
the way Michael -Jackson once spoke to us? Does 
this mean people my age are perpetually relegated 
to this ugly condescension in which, to love music, 
we have to refer to a time no one else cares very 
much about, the music of 40 or 50 years ago? 

I think not. I believe in style, influence, talent, 
creativity, vision, and I believe there are kids in their 
rooms, right now, who can do it all, who can be 
iconographic without oversimplifying themselves, 
without selling out, and as evidence of this, I 
adduce the one surpassing example of icon-hood 
in the past 10 years, a musician of remarkable 
grace and potential, with songwriterly skill and 
sparkling stage presence, a singer the camera 
loves but who changes the look and feel of the 
popular song whenever she turns up, who unites 
the disparate tendencies of the contemporary pop 
song, who makes this form serve a rather profound 
narrative purpose it has not much served recently, 
namely the artist called Adele. 

I will admit I didn't really understand Adele at 
first. I will admit, in fact, that if Adele had not 
been the daily fare at physical therapy, where 
I was stuck several times a week for shoulder 
trouble, I might not know who Adele is. But at the 
physical-therapy establishment there was in fact a 
song playing twice an hour, "Someone Like You," 
whose repetitious piano figure—with its Philip 
Glass solemnity—I came to love. It was partly the 
riskiness of making a song out of so little (piano 
and vocals), but also the incredible poise of the 
singer, that I soon learned to admire. It has a big 
chorus, this song, but it's also exceedingly personal 
and manages to make a romance that probably 
dated back a year or two (at the time of com¬ 
position) seem as though recollected from a great 
distance. And when "Someone Like You" reaches 
for the very top of Adele's range and teeters 
there (in the studio recording), the human voice 
and the condition of lost romance seem like one 
thing, one frail insubstantial subatomic miracle of 
heartsickness and conflicted human consciousness. 
"How bittersweet this would taste...." 

That song (and others by Adele I soon came 
to find equally compelling) is about being 21, 

I suppose, and it's about being a woman, and 
it's about, perhaps, living in a culture that is 
preoccupied with the anorexic and willowy model 
girl, and it makes these problems seem as fresh and 
important as new love, but "Someone Like You" is 
not just a song about these things, which are not 
all that -astonishing (though the nuance of Adele's 
performance is); it could be about a number of 
other things too, which is the mark of a great pop 
song. "Someone Like You" could be Old -Europe 
talking to the rest of the world about its fading 
dominance. It could be about -Anglo-American 
relations. It could be about the pop song itself, 
about the traditional -troubadour-oriented pop 
song, made in an era of heavily machined laptop 
kitschification. I can think of few pop songs that 
have such varied allegorical freight. (Oh wait, there 
is one: "Yesterday" by Paul McCartney.) 

So is it impossible that another icon can appear 
anew, when here one is, a mere stripling from 
England with the wisdom and presence of an 
80-year-old black woman from Mississippi? If 
there's one such icon, why not more? Here in the 
world of 7 billion there are innumerable tiny rooms, 
thatched cottages, each with its kid attempting to 
describe his or her experience, each with the itch 
to perform, each looking for like-minded souls, 
each hunting down songs to sing, each with all 
the necessary style, influence, talent, creativity and 
vision. You don't think there are icons out there? 

It would be unwise to say so. Every block has one. 
-Every tribe. Every town. Every subdivision. -Every 
church. Every mosque. Maybe we can figure out 
how to get out of their way and let them sing. 0 
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...Denton 

Continued from page 73 
PLAYBOY: What about Airbnb? That's a 
similar model—another so-called two-sided 
marketplace, except for lodging instead of 
transportation. 

DENTON: It's the same thing, a clear economic 
benefit from underused -resources such as 
empty apartments or drivers who don't have 
passengers. I like the idea of completely 
distributed marketplaces. Ultimately we'll 
see this idea applied to anything that can be 
quantified, authenticated, verified—whether it's 
limo service, media, information, retail. There's 
only gain to be had from making use of wasted 
resources. You do have the question of how 
to allocate the gain, but generally I believe in 
getting the gain and then arguing about the 
allocation. 

PLAYBOY: What does that world look like, 
where everything is a perfectly efficient market 
and we're all both buyers and sellers? 

DENTON: It will become more atomized. 

The Silicon Valley elite will control all the 
marketplaces. Uber, Amazon, Google—all 
these things are natural monopolies. There are 
massive network effects, as economists call 
them. The more drivers you have, the more 
passengers you'll get; the more passengers you 
get, the more drivers you'll have. And there 
will be room for only one player in every major 
category. 

PLAYBOY: So we're moving back to an age of 
monopolies? 

DENTON: Absolutely, there's no question about 
that. The political question is what you do 
about those monopolies. 

PLAYBOY: Aren't monopolies inherently 
inefficient? 

DENTON: Well, they result in income 
inequality, above all, and abuse of power. 
There's a concentration of power and wealth 
among the managers, owners and employees 
of monopolies, and usually the political 
system steps in to limit the power of those 
monopolies. But I'm pretty sure we'll end up 
with monopoly taxation or nationalization. That 
is ultimately the only answer to the concurrent 
concentration of power and money in this 
country—a Google tax. 

PLAYBOY: Google will basically bribe the 
government not to break up its monopoly? 
DENTON: Yeah. Or you can say the 
government will bully Google to the point that 


it either pays fines for its abuse of monopolistic 
behavior—the current random application of 
justice that seems to be landing on American 
banks—or you could have a better system. You 
could have a more systematic approach, which 
would be to have some kind of monopoly tax. 
PLAYBOY: Google would effectively become a 
sort of government-sanctioned contractor or 
privatized agency. 

DENTON: This is looking at Google as a 
utility. Look at electric utilities, gas, originally 
telecommunications, where there were 
network effects, where there were substantial 
investment costs or capital-intensive barriers 
to entry. These are classic criteria of a natural 
monopoly. It's going to be a monopoly, and to 
break up those companies would be absurd. 

If you break up Google, you'll need a whole 
other search-engine infrastructure. You're 
going to have to build all those server farms, 
and you're going to have a whole other team 
of information scientists working on the 
algorithms to improve searches. Yeah, you 
could try to create some kind of competition, 
but it would be absurd. So if they are natural 
monopolies, then the only question is, Who 
gets the monopoly profits, and who gets 
the monopoly power? Is it going to be the 
shareholders, or is it going to be society at 
large? 

PLAYBOY: What will be the life-changing or 
society-changing technologies that we're just 
starting to see now? 

DENTON: The internet is it for this century, 
maybe the next one too. People ask what 
comes next too quickly. To the extent there 
is some kind of message in the valuation 
that the market has given Twitter, it is that 
communication, information and media are 
at the heart of this phase, this cycle, and it's a 
long, long cycle that could last 50 or 100 years. 
When you have an innovation as profound as 
the networking of sentient beings.... Those 
delusional futurists who talked about Gaia, the 
planetwide intelligence? They were spot-on. It's 
totally happening, and everything else comes 
out of that. 

PLAYBOY: By "everything else," do you mean 
wearable computing, self-driving cars and that 
stuff? 

DENTON: Who gives a fuck about wearable 
computing? That's just a detail. I mean 
improvement in biotech, curing cancer, efficient 
travel into orbit, better device storage, solving 
carbon emissions. All these other problems will 
be solved by the internet by harnessing the 
collective intelligence. Everything else will fall 
out with that. 

PLAYBOY: That definitely sounds utopian. To 
be clear, you just said the internet is going to 
solve global warming, correct? 

DENTON: Yeah. Intelligence connected 
to human beings will achieve rates of 
technological progress that would have been 
impossible in previous eras. Of course we'll 
solve problems more quickly. 

PLAYBOY: So the solution to global warming 


will be a technological fix? 

DENTON: It might be a technological fix for 
capturing carbon or getting off the planet or 
coming up with nonpolluting fuels. 

PLAYBOY: But it's not going to be a political 
fix? 

DENTON: No. 

PLAYBOY: It's not going to be everybody 
growing up and saying, "We need to do this"? 
DENTON: Oh, no. I think a good strategy in life 
is to wait until you have a good solution. Wind 
power, hybrid fuel trains—these are partial 
solutions. No one thinks they're viable. No 
one thinks they're going to solve the problem. 
They're basically token approaches. Now, 
sometimes a token approach can get people 
thinking, and maybe it starts to develop a 
technology that will ultimately be economically 
viable, but usually not. Usually it's better to 
say, "Okay, this is a problem and it needs to 
be monitored. But we don't have an answer 
for it right now, so let's come back to it in 
five, 10 or 1 5 years, when we might have a 
better answer." I don't think that's necessarily 
-irresponsible. 

PLAYBOY: So you're an optimist about 
technological change but a cynic about political 
change. 

DENTON: I think technological change is going 
to be great for the rejuvenation of decrepit 
economic systems like that of the United 
States. This country is encrusted with privilege, 
mediocrity. It has early signs of sclerosis. 

This society needs a big jolt. It needs a big 
cleansing. 

PLAYBOY: "Cleansing" sounds ominous. 
DENTON: I mean in business and politics. 

I don't think you'll find many people who 
disagree with that now. This country, even 
in the tech sector, is full of people who are 
on this merry-go-round, who know the right 
headhunters and basically pass each other jobs 
as if they were a trade union with the sole 
rights to these positions in which they demand 
$500,000 a year. They move around from start¬ 
up flip to start-up flip. They're not incompetent; 
they're just not that good. These are the 
midlevel scandals. If you can industrialize 
gossip, if you can make it truly scale, you can 
expose all the mediocrity and incompetence. 
Now you've actually done something. 

PLAYBOY: That's Pandora's box. It would be 
terrifying to open. 

DENTON: It would be fantastic. People would 
actually have to work, and they'd have to be 
good. It would be great. Do you know how 
many lies there are? Every single time people 
are given the latitude to cheat and there's no 
one watching, no regulator and no mechanism 
for whistle-blowers, you get lies. Don't you 
ever get overwhelmed by the sheer amount of 
bullshit? 

PLAYBOY: Is that because of our broken 
institutions, or is that just human -nature? 
DENTON: There's an accretion of bullshit, 
like an accretion of junk DNA in DNA, or fatty 
deposits in arteries. If you want to move things 
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on without having a completely destructive 
revolution, you need some mechanism to put a 
big fucking shock in the system. I came to this 
country because I thought it was something, 
you know? And yet I'm more in love with the 
idea of the United States than I am with the 
reality. 

PLAYBOY: The idea being? 

DENTON: Permanent revolution. Nothing is 
sacred. The United States is distributed; it's 
resilient. There's lots of redundancy built in, 
and it's big enough that no establishment can 
control everything. 

PLAYBOY: So the idea you came here for is 
true, but it's not as true as you believe it will be 
in the future. 

DENTON: The web is a deeply American idea. 
The web is saving the United States from 
sclerosis. 

PLAYBOY: You're somebody whose intelligence 
straddles two worlds, the liberal-arts world and 
the engineering-systems-based world. Did that 
shape your -career? 

DENTON: There is definitely a type, like a 
Mark Zuckerberg, who applies a logical way of 
thinking to the social grid. I think that's pretty 
consistent among people who have done well 
in social media. They're basically geeks who 
made their accommodation, who actually 
survived high school. Not instinctively but just 
through sheer force of will and intellect, they 
made themselves understand the system—who 
had the power in high school and who you 
needed to align yourself with and how to do it. 
PLAYBOY: And that's you? 

DENTON: I went to this weird school as a 
kid, a Montessori school run by a couple of 
American hippies who didn't believe in age- 
defined streaming. It was a very small school, 
so basically I had no contemporaries. I had 
no early socialization. I was with kids quite 
a few years older than I was. When I first 
went to a regular school, at the age of 11, 

I was completely unqualified to handle the 
-environment. 

PLAYBOY: What did you do? 

DENTON: I was quiet for two years, and I 
barely had a friend by about year three. 
PLAYBOY: You have one sibling? 

DENTON: I have a younger sister. 

PLAYBOY: What were you like as a kid? 
DENTON: Smart, bratty, arrogant. 
Compensating arrogance, compensating for a 
bit of insecurity. I liked hanging out with adults. 
PLAYBOY: Are you more like one of your 
parents than the other? 

DENTON: I was closer to my mom. She 
was social and very determined. She was 
a refugee from Hungary, both she and her 
mother, who'd been brought up in Vienna in 
a Jewish orphanage. Both of them were tough 
characters. My mom was in the Budapest 
ghetto during the war, and I think she was one 
of those kids who had to be stronger than the 
adults. The adults were falling apart, and she 
basically couldn't afford to be a kid, you know? 
My grandmother's husband died in a labor 


camp, and she survived by having lovers. I was 
always more drawn to that side of the family. I 
had mixed feelings about my dad. My mother 
was a social organizer; I definitely got that from 
her. She was always fixing things, like arranging 
for people to go and interview for jobs. She 
was a matchmaker. 

PLAYBOY: When did you decide that London 
didn't fit your plans? 

DENTON: I've been away from the U.K., away 
from London, since I was 18. I went to Eastern 
Europe when I was 23. Since then I've lived in 
the U.K. for maybe two years. 

PLAYBOY: And you came out when you were 
in college? 

DENTON: After college. I mean, I wasn't fully 
out until I was out to my parents. If you're not 
out to your parents, then you have to maintain 
this protective zone around them. Gay guys 
spend a lot of time and effort coming out. 
There's a lot of calculation. You have to be 
aware about social networks and who's how 
many degrees away from somebody else, 
and you have to be aware of the speed with 
which gossip will be transmitted. You have to 
maintain a proper buffer around the people 
you're trying to protect. 

PLAYBOY: Is that what got you interested in 
the mechanics of gossip? 

DENTON: It's possible. It's a hypothesis. 
PLAYBOY: So when were you fully out? 
DENTON: With friends, probably in my late 
20s. In Budapest I wasn't out. I was in Budapest 
from 23 to 28, and it's a pretty homophobic 
place. 

PLAYBOY: When you eventually came out to 
your parents, was there any family strife? 
DENTON: There was a lot of family drama. 

The thing that was sad was my mom became 
sick with cancer very soon after, so everything 
stopped. Everything was frozen, unresolved. No 
one wanted to upset her. That was a miserable 
period. I was on the West Coast. I'm kind of 
amazed I actually managed to come through 
that. My mom was sick, and we knew she 
was dying. She had two years from diagnosis 
to death, and I was in San Francisco. I flew 
back once a month. It was tough on my mom 
because my sister and my dad both shut down. 
That's what they did. My mom was super 
strong. I never saw her cry. I saw her cry at 
other times, but not through that. She would 
say, "I'm not afraid." 

PLAYBOY: Is it safe to assume that was the 
worst period of your life? 

DENTON: Yeah, and I was out of my depth 
doing two start-ups, First Tuesday and 
Moreover. 

PLAYBOY: You did those at the same time? 
DENTON: Yeah. I started First Tuesday while we 
were working on Moreover because the coding 
was going on and I didn't really have enough to 
do during that. It was wildly overhyped. At one 
point they thought it was going to be a billion- 
dollar company. This was even after the Nasdaq 
had crashed. 

PLAYBOY: How much did you sell it for? 


DENTON: The nominal price was $60 million, I 
think. The cash component was less. The stock 
turned out to be worthless. 

PLAYBOY: For something that was -basically- 

DENTON: A party. But cool people went to the 
parties. If you were in the venture market at the 
time, if you had a cool start-up or were a cool 
venture capitalist, you had to be there. At some 
point it got so big there would be 2,000 people 
and four or five TV cameras at the events. It was 
crazy. And I saw what happened. You get what 
you deserve, you know? In press coverage and 
attention, whatever you get undeservedly on the 
way up, you will pay a price for. If they put you 
on the front cover before you've actually done 
anything, they will pull you down as brutally as 
they were enthusiastic in pushing you up. There's 
a kind of -karma that obtains in media coverage. 
PLAYBOY: What's your relationship to money? 
What does it mean to you? 

DENTON: Mainly it gives me the joy of being 
free. It gives me the freedom I always wanted. 
Everything I am is a result of not caring about 
social convention and not having to worry 
about money. I can say whatever I want. The 
times I'm holding back in this conversation are 
only to protect other people's feelings. And not 
even that much. But you only have that kind of 
freedom, and our writers only really have that 
-freedom—in theory—if they actually have the 
economic circumstances to allow that. 

PLAYBOY: People have crazy ideas about what 
enough money is, though. 

DENTON: Well, we have to be profitable, and I 
get paid a decent salary now. It's very recent. For 
a long time I was taking $60,000 a year. 
PLAYBOY: Until how recently? 

DENTON: Until two years ago. 

PLAYBOY: Gawker is famous for popularizing 
the ultra-low-wage model for journalism, paying 
writers as little as $12 per article for the first 
couple of years. 

DENTON: That reputation has haunted me. At 
the very beginning there was no revenue, no 
advertising. This was basically money out of 
my pocket. So I would do a simple calculation. 

I would take the amount of money I had and 
divide it by costs, and I could keep going for 
10 years. I didn't need to make any money for 
10 years. Remember, when we started in 2002 
there was nothing going on. People had written 
off the internet at that point. It was such a 
cataclysmic collapse. 

PLAYBOY: At what point did you become 
confident Gawker was a real company, a real 
business that was going to make you a fair 
amount of money? 

DENTON: I resisted that. I never thought, This 
is going to make me a fair amount of money. I 
think at some point I realized, Oh, this can pay 
for itself. 

PLAYBOY: How long will you keep running your 
current company before seeking what venture 
capitalists call a "liquidity event"? 

DENTON: Oh, this one's long. How long was 
Steve Jobs thinking about smartphones before 
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he actually launched one? Twenty years? Twenty 
years waiting and waiting and waiting. It's like 
the enemy is advancing, the guns are loaded, 
but the time's not right yet. I think that's what 
truly great leaders do. They marshal their 
-resources, they train their troops and make sure 
they're well supplied, and then they wait for the 
right moment. 

PLAYBOY: Who are the great leaders in 
technology now that Jobs is gone? 

DENTON: There are some exceptional people. 
Evan Williams is an exceptional person. He 
doesn't present well, but he has an idea that is 
pretty much the same idea he's repeated again 
and again with Blogger, Twitter and Medium, 
only with different wrinkles. He's been the 
most influential person in web publishing, but 
I don't think he's ever done anything cheaply 
or cynically. He deserves the success. There's 
nothing more to him. He's just a believer 
in simple, awesome tools that help people 
communicate. 

PLAYBOY: Who else? 

DENTON: Marc Andreessen is obviously 
extremely smart and bold. I admire the fact 
that he's all-in on this bet that the internet is 
changing everything, every industry. He's an 
absolute extremist, but actually that's a rational 
position to take. [Venture capitalist] Fred Wilson 
is smart and nice and probably in a position to 
be more truthful than any of the others. And 
Mark Zuckerberg, obviously: canny, determined, 
has retained enough power at Facebook. He's 
going to have another 20, 30, 40 years of being 
productive, being in charge of the company and 
being able to do things. 

PLAYBOY: Now that you've become part of the 
establishment, do you feel more sympathy for 
Gawker's targets? 

DENTON: I don't feel like part of the estab¬ 
lishment. I don't even know whether there is an 
establishment. From up close, the establishment 
isn't up to much. Celebrity was a better deal 
50 years ago. There was a time, as long as you 
weren't having -orgies—or as long as you were 
discreet about your orgies—and as long as you 
weren't a Communist, you were probably fine. 
You'd be lionized and could get all the pussy you 
wanted. 

PLAYBOY: Speaking of the establishment, what 
will The New York Times look like in 10 years? 

Will it exist? Will the Sulzberger family still own 
it, or will they have sold it, perhaps to Michael 
Bloomberg? 

DENTON: The NewYorkTimes will exist. 
Someone else will own it. Most families, the 
more generations they are from the original 
founder, the more fragmented the ownership, 
and eventually the nephews, grandnieces and 
great-great-grandchildren want their money 
now. They'd rather take the purchase price than 
zero dividends. I think the Times has bottomed 
out, and now, even though the signs are mixed, 
it will be able to put on more in digital revenue 
than it loses in print. Or I hope so, because I 
like the Times. There should be at least one 


or two survivors. Even when a major disaster 
kills most life on earth, usually a few species 
survive. Dinosaurs survived and became birds. 
Maybe that's the future of The NewYorkTimes: 

It will be the survivor of the dinosaurs, the little 
tweeting thing you see flying around. 

PLAYBOY: If you're Jeff Bezos, what do you do 
with The Washington Post? 

DENTON: Obviously you apply the Amazon 
recommendation engine. The interesting move 
would be to see whether you could take an 
entire -newspaper-reading population and 
wean them off print. The price of Kindles is 
coming down. How much would it cost to 
bundle a Kindle with your subscription to The 
Washington Post? Discontinue the print and, as 
a gift, give everybody a Washington Post reader 
that can also buy books for them. That's what I'd 
do. That's what Bezos would do if he were ballsy. 
PLAYBOY: Do you know him at all? 

DENTON: No, though I had a dream that he had 
acquired us. 

PLAYBOY: What would you do if you picked up 
the phone and he was on the other end, saying 
he wanted to buy Gawker Media? 

DENTON: Amazon's the only company.... Well, 

I also like the idea of News Corp. Buccaneering 
was a word I always liked to describe Gawker 
-Media. 

PLAYBOY: Rupert Murdoch had the same 
notions about News Corp, to the point that he 
reportedly considered adopting a pirate ship as 
the company's logo. Do you feel a kinship with 
Murdoch? 

DENTON: That sounds arrogant. I think he's 
done four amazing things, and most people get 
only one: Fox Network, Fox News, satellite TV 
in the U.K. and breaking the print unions. He 
saved Fleet Street. He saved London's newspaper 
industry. 

PLAYBOY: What about Tina Brown? Is she 
done? Have we seen the last of her? 

DENTON: I don't know about that. She has 
a tough rap. Was her Newsweek really that 
bad? Her biggest problem has been that she 
was dependent on the goodwill of media 
proprietors—Si Newhouse, Harvey Weinstein 
and then Barry Diller. And a media proprietor, 
particularly a late-era media proprietor, is a 
fundamentally dysfunctional businessman. 

There was a time when media made money 
and rational businesspeople would go into it. 

In an era when media basically doesn't make 
money, the only businessman who would go 
into it would be some kind of egomaniac, like 
me. [laughs] If I were truly into the money, I'd 
be in waste disposal or something like that. I'd 
be in some unglamorous profession. Media is 
way overpopulated. So she's dependent on the 
goodwill and the external financial resources of 
these erratic, aging proprietors. 

PLAYBOY: You didn't always plan to be a -media 
proprietor. You had notions of entering politics 
at one point. 

DENTON: As a 16-year-old political nerd I 
wrangled myself a research position for the 
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Social Democratic Party, which was a Labour 
splinter party. I quickly recognized that I wouldn't 
be electable. After that I wanted to be one of 
those shadowy, behind-the-scenes operatives, 
like a Lee -Atwater or a Karl Rove. 

PLAYBOY: It's easy to picture you as a pretty 
good Karl Rove. 

DENTON: Oh, I'd be very good. I'd be so 
good! [laughs] I'd fight dirty in the interest of 
good causes. I almost had a whole campaign 
for a gas tax. Syphilitic Saudi sheiks, American 
women -despoiled—basically taking our money 
from the gas station to fund their debauched 
sex lives, their despoiling of our women and 
terrorist attacks against our country. I don't 
frame it as an environmental cause. You've won 
the environmentalists already. You're trying to 
win the swing voters, the kind of people who 
don't like our money going to our enemies. 

So you make the campaign about that. No 
-environmentalists—they're way too prissy to 
want to win. That's what I hate about liberals in 
this country. I hate them so much. 

PLAYBOY: You do? You hate them? 

DENTON: I hate liberals in this country so 
much because they're so fucking prissy. Did you 
ever see that documentary about Lee Atwater, 
Boogie Man? Lee Atwater was a terrible man. 

The Willie Horton campaign is a stain on the 
Republican Party, on the Bush family—let that 
all be stipulated. But you see in this movie that 
he has such joy in the battle, in the struggle, 
in the game, you know? He loves it. There 
are interviews with Michael Dukakis 20 years 
later, and Dukakis still cannot understand what 
happened. He still doesn't know how he got 
beat. This whiny, prissy—who would you want 
to work with? Who would you want to have 
beside you in the foxhole? -Atwater is way more 
fun, probably a way better colleague, with way 
more appetite to win. 

PLAYBOY: Isn't that a stereotype, the wimpy 
liberal? What about Barack Obama and his gang 
of tough Chicago politicos? 

DENTON: In his own slightly bloodless way, he 
has competitive people. Obama himself is pretty 
competitive, and there are different ways of 
playing the game, right? It doesn't all need to 
be dirty South Carolina politics. That said, my 
political hero is -Lyndon Johnson. I love people 
who are prepared to do what it takes, who 
aren't squeamish. If you want to stay pure, never 
break a story and never fuck anyone. 

PLAYBOY: You got engaged recently. Have you 
always wanted to get -married? 

DENTON: No. My personal narrative was that 
I didn't want to get married in general; I just 
wanted to get married to Derrence. I'm marrying 
an individual. I'm not endorsing an institution. 

But two years ago, we had a party to benefit gay 
marriage—I think it was right around the date 
when it passed in New York—and apparently I 
said there that I wanted to get married because 
gay relationships ended too easily. I hadn't 
remembered saying that; someone reminded me 
recently, [laughs] I was just coming off a breakup 


that had taken all of three days to implement— 
no kids, no jobs, no pets, no nothing. 
Relationships are hard enough and likely enough 
to fray, so one needs some kind of glue, some 
ritual in front of friends and family and the 
state to ensure that at least there's a cooling-off 
period before you actually break up. 

PLAYBOY: Is that part of why you want to get 
married now? 

DENTON: No. It's that this is as good as it's 
going to get. Isn't that the key? It doesn't sound 
very romantic, but when I saw my apartment, I 
knew it was much better than anything else. It 
was maybe 30 percent more than I wanted to 
pay, but it was 200 percent better than anything 
else I'd seen. I had to contain the expression on 
my face, because what I was thinking was, Yes, 
this is the one. That's how I felt with Derrence. 
PLAYBOY: That's not a very romantic -metaphor. 
DENTON: I think it's actually a very real 
metaphor when you're with somebody in a 
better relationship than you ever expected or 
hoped for in your life and by far better than 
anything you could ever imagine with anybody 
else. -Yeah, hypothetically, theoretically, there 
might be somebody else out there for me, but I 
don't have 100 lifetimes to go find him. So this is 
the best person I could be with in this -lifetime. 
PLAYBOY: How did you meet? 

DENTON: How did we meet? [laughs] 

PLAYBOY: Yes. 

DENTON: [Laughs] I think you can say on the 
record that I knew his -boyfriend. 

PLAYBOY: The New York Post's gossip column 
reported at the time that the boyfriend you're 
referring to threw a brick through your window. 
DENTON: It was a stone, not a brick. I actually 
gave them the whole backstory. I knew they 
couldn't do anything with it. 

PLAYBOY: Why couldn't they? 

DENTON: Too complicated. The mainstream 
press doesn't really want gay gossip. They can't 
even deal with closet cases. It's a mixture of 
lingering distaste for the homosexual act and a 
modern version of correctness. They don't even 
know whether outings are politically correct or 
not. So they're completely paralyzed. They do 
not know how to deal with gay guys. They're 
just about getting to be able to deal with, say, 
a gay engagement being news. But the true 
pansexual messiness of most gay sexual histories 
is not something they or their readers are ready 
for. 

PLAYBOY: Which is funny, because "pansexual 
messiness" sounds more interesting than most 
of what you read in the gossip pages. 

DENTON: Well, I think everybody is more 
interesting than how they're portrayed. 
PLAYBOY: Do you ever have misgivings about 
exposing people's private lives, their sex lives? 
DENTON: If there's a gap between your private 
behavior and your public status, that's what 
makes the story for us. To my mind, the only real 
modern sin is hypocrisy. Q 



...Debate 


Continued from page 73 
The first is the result of several neuroscientific 
studies and is used for the treatment of obsessive 
compulsive disorder (OCD). One of the better ways 
to deal with OCD is to interrupt the connection 
between the O and the C, and then find a way to 
interrupt the O with another thought. Again, for 
clarity, let's focus on the first technique: Helping 
the person realize that there doesn't necessarily 
have to be a connection between thinking you 
MUST wash your hands (or masturbate) and doing 
it. 

What neuroscientists suggest is, the 
instant you think about washing your hands (or 
masturbating) you do something that makes 
it difficult to actually do what you've thought 
about; e.g., gardening. There are two reasons this 
might stop you from masturbating. You might be 
seen by others (and generally people masturbate 
in private unless, of course, you also have the 
paraphilia exhibitionism) and paradoxical intention 
(you cannot use your hands to both garden and 
masturbate). 

Of course, there is always frottage, the more 
aggressive translation is, I believe "Ikisikis mo sa 
pader" (rub yourself against the wall) but my 
feeling is, it would still be difficult to do both 
gardening and frottage. 

So, the best way (according to neuroscientists 
like Jeffrey Schwartz, among others) is to stop 
the connection between thinking about an act 
and the act itself. Even if you can break the 
connection for only two seconds, that is already an 
achievement and the more often you try this, the 
better you will become at lengthening the time 
between thought and act. 

As the English author, Sir Arthur Helps, said in 
Realmah (1868), "Nothing succeeds like success." 
And the more you succeed, the more you are likely 
to. And the more you do it, the more you are able 
to make new connections in your brain so that, in 
time, thinking about masturbating will be rewired 
so that no longer does your brain command you 
to actually masturbate, but to garden (or paint, or 
whatever) instead. 

The second is about the NO FAP groups I 
discussed earlier. Next month I hope to discuss 
the psychological dynamics underpinning a 
No Fap commitment and the reasons why 
PLAYBOY readers young and old, married, 
single, and in "it's complicated" relationships, 
might find commitment to no tapping as a good 
alternative when dealing with issues far beyond 
masturbation. Q 
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YBOY NEWS 


HANUIN WIIHHEF 

60 YEARS OF MEMORIES 
It's no wonder everybody wants to 
party with Mr. Playboy. Here are a 
few of our better-known revelers. 


Crystal 


Hefner 


Dustin Hoffman & son Jake 


Joe Namath & Sammy Davis Jr. 


Johnny Carson & friends 


Arnold Schwarzenegger 


Buck Henry & Sean Connery 


Woody Allen & Soon- Yi Previn 


Rodney Dangerfield 
& Sam Kinison 


Dita Von Teese & 
Marilyn Manson 


Al Pacino 


George Clooney & friends 


Jennifer Anniston & Brad Pitt 


Brande Roderick, Liam Neeson 
& Geoffrey Rush 


Whitney Houston 
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